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Not  unto  us,  not  utito  zis,   O  Lord  ! 

But  be  the  glory  to  Thy  7iame  alojte  ! 

For  huvibly,  gladly,  gratefully  I  own 
No  77icrit  can  be  77ime  !     If  any  word 
Herei7i  be  good,  to  Thee  I  now  accord 

The  praise  !    No  winged  thojight  had  flozm 

From  77iy  poor  zvave-wor7i  ark  had  I  710 1  k7iown 
Thy    Word  a7id  Church  !    It  was  Thy  spirit  poured 

The  rai7is  that  made  a  spri7ig  well  tip  i7i  7ne  ! 

A7id,  now,  if  a7iy  wanderer  shotUd  see 
This  little  brooklet  as  it  flows  alo7ig ; 

If  at  its  simple  stream  S7ich  weary  07ie 

Should  drink  a7id  be  refreshed ;  my  wish  is  won  ; 
"'  No7i  7iobis  Domi7ie''  for  ever  be  7ny  so7ig  ! 
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HESE  Poems  are  selected  from  the 
two  little  volumes  of  "Sonnets 
and  Short  Poems,"  printed  for 
private  circulation,  respectively,  in 
1882  and  1890. 

Those  from  the  earlier  volume 
will  be  new  to  very  many  friends ;  and  I  have 
added  from  the  second  volume  such  as  my 
advisers  consider  to  be  the  most  worthy  of 
preservation. 


A. 


Advancing  age  and  failing  strength  warn 
me  to  press  the  work  forward  at  once  ;  and  I 
now  offer  it  as  a  sort  of  souvenir,  in  grateful 
recognition  of  the  numerous  kind  and  apprecia- 
tive expressions  which  have  from  time  to' time 

so~much  encouraged  me. 

J.  B. 


A^ 


Hamstead  Mount, 

Handsworth, 

Birmingham, 


December,  1894. 
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Is^OT  unto  us,  not  unto  us,  O  Lord  ! 

^  But  be  the  glory  to  Thy  name  alone  ! 

For  humbly,  gladly,  gratefully  I  own 

No  merit  can  be  mine  !     If  any  word 

Herein  be  good,  to  Thee  I  now  accord 

The  praise  !     No  winged  thought  had  flown 
From  my  poor  wave-worn  ark  had  I  not  known 

Thy  Word  and  Church  !     It  was  Thy  Spirit  poured 
The  rains  that  made  a  spring  well  up  in  me  ! 
And,  now,  if  any  wanderer  should  see 

This  little  brooklet  as  it  flows  along ; 

If  at  its  simple  stream  such  weary  one 
Should  drink  and  be  refreshed ;  my  wish  is  won ; 

"  Non  nobis  Domine  "  for  ever  be  my  song ! 
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**ail  IReligion  bas  relation  to  Xife/' 


TV"    lyABORING  man,  whose  humble  daily  round 
Of  duties  in  a  common  workshop  lay 
In  weary  sameness  and  for  little  pay, 
Yet  who  contentment  in  his  labor  found. 
Was  asked  by  godless  grumblers,  wondering 
How,  where,  and  by  what  secret  charm 
He  drew  that  sweet  content  and  happy  calm, 
And  bade  him  lead  them  to  the  same  deep  spring. 
Said  he,  "  With  grateful  heart  I  rise  from  bed  ; 
My  every  duty  to  the  utmost  do  ; 
In  all  I  keep  my  neighbour's  good  in  view ; 
I  fear  no  ill ;  of  death  I  have  no  dread ; 
Religion  with  my  daily  life  is  thus  so  bound 
That   work   becomes  a    joy — my   shop    a    pleasure- 
ground." 
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nDorntng. 


TV  NOTHER  morning  !     Now  refreshed  I  rise, 
For  ministering  angels  while  I  lay 
Asleep  renewed  my  strength  to  meet  the  day  ! 
I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  my  Father,  good  as  wise, 
Who  didst  inspire  and  guide  their  tender  care ; 
For  Thou  dost  see  the  whole  !     I  only  know 
Another  day  is  given  me  to  grow 
Nearer  to  angelhood,  and  thus  to  prepare 
For  endless  life  in  usefulness  and  joy. 
O  may  I  rise  to-day  one  step  above 
My  yesterday  in  wisdom  and  in  love, — 
Gain  some  eternal  gold, — lose  some  alloy  ! 
So  may  I  walk  with  Thee  where  duty's  pathway  lies. 
And  nearer  be  to  heaven  when  sleep  shall  close  my 
eves. 


B  2  ' 
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Mc  know  not  novo. 


Peter  said  unto  him,  Lord,  dost  thou  wash  my  feet?  Jesus 
answered  and  said  unto  him,  What  I  do  thou  knowest  not  now : 
but  thou  shalt  know  hereafter. — yohti  xiii.  6-7. 


TxT  OW  true  it  is  we  know  not  now,  O  I,ord, 
The  special  end  of  anything  Thou  dost ! 
Yet  this  we  know,  that  Thou  art  good  and  just, 
In  joy  or  pain  alike  to  be  adored  ! 
So,  in  this  spirit,  we  will  wait  Thy  season. 
However  long  our  waiting  time  may  be 
(Night  passeth  soon  to  those  who  trust  in  Thee); 
For  in  due  time  Thou  wilt  make  plain  the  reason  ! 
Maybe  Thou  know'st  we  could  not  bear  it  j^et ; 
And  many  another  sun  may  rise  and  set, 
And  many  another  deed  Divine  be  wrought 
Beneath  our  eyes,  yet  far  beyond  our  thought, 
Ere  Thou  shalt  teach  us  all  it  means,  and  make  us  able 
To  wash  each  other's  feet,  and  sit  with  Thee  at  table. 


'*^bougb  be  fall,  be  sball  not  be 
utterly  cast  bown/' 

{Psalm  XXX vii.  24.) 


T   LOVE  Thee,  Lord  !  and  fervently  I  pray 
To  love  Thee  so,  as  ne'er  to  disobey 
Thy  perfect  law,  but  bear  the  "  easy  yoke," 
The  "  burden  light,"  with  joy  from  day  to  day ! 
Yet,  Lord,  how  oft  down-stricken  in  the  fray 

And  stung  by  sin  my  best  resolves  I  broke  ! 
In  mute  despair  I  ceased  from  prayer,  and  lay 

Until  Thy  tender  Spirit  breathed  new  hope. 
Bade  me  awake  once  more,  and  shake  away 

All  doubt  and  fear,  and  in  Thy  strength  to  cope 
With  every  foe  !     Perhaps  't  was  not  in  vain 
I  failed  in  fight !     Grant,  Lord,  I  make  the  gain 
Of  deeper  trust,  and  such  humility  as  may 
Help  me  to  prove  my  love  to  Thee  in  perfect  way. 


^  6  ^i' 
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(Scowino  ®lb. 


\7ES,  we  are  "growing  old,"  for  earth,  'tis  true; 
For  all  who  only  see  the  outward  form, 
Nor  know  that  higher  life  whose  currents  warm 

Flow  on  for  ever  young,  for  ever  new ! 

With  that  there  is  no  growing  old,  in  truth  ! 

One    gentle    sleep,   whose    hour,    tho'    near,    is 

unforeseen. 
With  sweet  awakening,  is  all  that  stands  between 

Our  seeming  age  and  our  immortal  youth  ! 

These  failing  senses  and  this  troubled  breath, 

These  pains,  this  weariness  by  day  and  night, 
Are  not  in  us  !  above  them  all,  serene,  we  stand, 

And,  looking  down  in  pity,  wait  till  Death, 

Our  Angel  friend,  reveals  the  curtain'd  light. 
Releases  us,  and  leads  us  to  the  youthful  land  ! 


fA  ^^- -'*  grl^ 
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*'^be  Spirit  anb  tbc  Bi1t)c  ea^,  Come, 
anb  let  bim  tbat  bearetb  ea^,  Come/' 

(fi«f.  xxii.  17.) 


T    ORD,  I  would  come,  and  bid  my  every  choice, 

Each  thought  and  feeling  follow  Thy  sweet  lead, 
Like  Eastern  flocks,  that  know  no  other  need 
Than  following  their  own  shepherd's  tender  voice. 

So  would  I  bid  myself  in  faith  and  deed 

To  come  and  at  Thy  outspread  table  feed. 
By  living  waters  and  in  pastures  green, 

Where  Thou,  my  Shepherd,  leadest  me  to  rest ; 

Nor  passing  through  dark  valleys  be  oppress'd, 
While  on  Thy  rod  and  staff"  for  help  I  lean. 

So  would  I  say  to  all  around  me,  "Come, 
Come  with  me  ;  yea,  come  gladly,  and  abide 
In  mansions  where  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride 

Bid  weary  wanderers  make  their  heavenly  home." 
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©tber  6beep  3  bave,  wbicb  are  not  of 
tbie  folt):  tbem  aleo  3  must  bring." 

(John  X.  i6.) 


VES,    "Other    sheep"   Thou    hast    indeed!      Thy 
mercy  holds 
The  myriad  millions  of  Thy  deathless  ones 
Each  as  the  other  precious  !     Those  far  suns, 
Whose   dim    light    in    the    "Milky   Way"   the    eye 
beholds, 
Each  with  its  peopled  system  is  as  near  to  Thee, 
As  tenderly  beloved,  as  fully  blest,  as  we  ! 
All   these  of  Thy  great    homestead  are  but  various 
folds, 
And  Thine  all-reaching,  all-encircling  love 
Doth  care  for  them,  and  every  flock  will  bring 
Into  Thy  heavenly  pastures.  Shepherd  King ! 

These  lower  fields  all  lead  to  Thy  "one  fold" 
above ! 
This  majesty  of  infinite  regard — the  spring 
And  fount  of  bliss  to  heaven  and  earth — I  sing, 
And  praise  Thee  on  devotion's  loftiest  wing  ! 
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"Ibc  tbat  0ball  cuburc  to  the  en^  eball 

be  savc^" 

(Matt.  xxiv.  13.) 


(^H,  when  shall  cease  this  ebb  and  flow  of  strife? 
Oh,  when  shall  peace  light  on  this  troubled  life? 

My  soul  is  weary  and  my  spirit  faints  ; 

Mine  eyes    with  weeping  and  my  tongue  with 
plaints 
Are  overwhelmed  !     Mine  enemies  unslain, 
Though  conquered  day  by  day,  rise  up  again  ! 

My  triumphs,  I^ord,  but  mock  the  distant  view — 

The  goal  of  rest !     Old  passions  still  renew 
The  endless  struggle,  and  with  deeper  power 
From  state  to  state,  almost  from  hour  to  hour  ! 

Forsake  me  not !     Have  mercy,  I^ord  !  I  cry. 

"'Tis  all  in  mercy,"  is  the  sweet  reply  ; 
"  Be  thou  till  death  but  faithful  in  the  strife. 
And  I  will  give  to  thee  a  crown  of  life  !  " 
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JBvcnirxQ  anb  fll^orning/' 


"  And  darkness  was  upon  the  face  of  the  deep.     .     .     .     And  the 
evening  and  the  morning  were  the  first  day." — Gen.  i,  2,  5. 


ICNARK  night!  thou  first-named  season  of  the  infant 
world ! 
Beginning,  thou,  and  integral  of  each  whole  day — 
Type  of  one  part  of  every  life  ; — the  first  unfurled  ; 
Though   dark,    yet    beauteous   with   full    many   a 
reflect  ray, 
Dim  promises  of  morning  beams,  which,  strengthen- 
ing soon 
Mid  changeful  shadows,  clouds,  and  colors,  grow  to 
noon ! 
So  infancy  develops  into  youth  ; 
So  ignorance,  when  seeking,  soon  finds  truth ; 
And  mental  darkness  giving  place  to  light. 
The  blind  eyes  open  with  an  inner  sight ! 
And  such  is  each  one's  change  in  whom  the  Spirit 
Dove 
Broods    o'er     the   formless   void   and    moves    his 

thought  and  will 
To  higher  aims — to  purer,  nobler  ends,  until 
The  new  life  hails  its  eve  and  morn  of  heavenly  love ! 


^«  *. ^  ^^ 

9  II  f 


* 


tTbe  temple* 


"Then  Solomon  began  to  build  the  house  of  the  Lord  at 
Jerusalem,  in  Mount  Moriah,  where  the  Lord  appeared  unto  David 
his  father,  in  the  place  that  David  had  prepared  in  the  threshing 
floor  of  Araunah  the  Jebusite." — 2  Chron.  iii.  i. 


Q"0  Thee,  O  Lord,  a  temple  I  would  raise 
On  Mount  Moriah,  in  the  city  where 
The  holy  pathways  lead  to  lives  so  fair 
That  every  act  becomes  a  song  of  praise. 
So  let  the  inner  temple  I  would  build 
With  grace  and  truth  of  all  degrees  be  filled, 
Like  Solomon's,  with  precious  things  untold, 
Rich  gems  and  sculpture,  broidery  and  gold. 

Reared  on  Araunah's  goodly  threshing  floor. 
Its  mystic  pillar'd  porch  and  triune  court, 
Like    threefold    heavens    that    Thine    own    arms 
support. 
Thou  wilt  establish  firm  for  evermore  ! 
So  on  the  rock  of  Thy  great  name  confessed 
In  loving  faith  shall  this  Thy  temple  rest ! 
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Zbcvc  0baU  be  one  jTolt)  anb  one 
Sbepber^" 

(yo/iM  X.  i6.) 


^WEET  promise   of  the   glorious  day,   e'en   now 

begun, 
When  Thy  new  earth  and  heaven,  O  lyord,  shall  be 
but  one — 
One  loving  flock,  all  following  Thy  gracious  lead; 
One  loving  Shepherd,  Thou,  whose  voice  alone 
they  heed  ! 
One  flock,  one  fold,  not  only  to  Thy  central  sight, 
But  manifest  to  fellowship  of  love  and  light. 

O  come,  thou  blessed  noon  of  sevenfold  brighter 

Sun! 
O  that  the  sands  of  time  could  far  more  quickly 
run  ! 
Yet,  lyOrd,  in  humble  trust  Thine  own  good  time  I 

wait, 
For,  why  should  I  desire  to  know  to-morrow's  state  ? 
It  is  not  for  the  sheep  to  doubt  the  Shepherd's 

care ; 
Enough  that,  looking  up,  I  see  Thee  ever  there — 
Be  it  in  pleasant  pastures  or  in  gloomy  shade — 
And   hear  Thee  say,   "One  fold!"   I  will   not   be 
afraid. 


"^^ 
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"ZTbere  i6  notbino  covcrc^  tbat  eball 
not  be  rcvcalct)." 

(Matt.  X,  26.) 


T^E  cannot  hide  ourselves  !     We  must  reveal 
By  mental  leanings — tokens  manifest 
To  others, — even  though  we  try  our  best 
Within  the  soul  to  mask  it  and  conceal, 

The  ruling  love,  the  driving  passion  deep  ! 
No  lamb-like  covering  so  fair  but  tells 
Of  wolf  within.     We  need  no  guiding  bells 
When  footprints  of  the  straying  flock  do  show 
Their  whence  and  whither  o'er  the  virgin  snow. 
No  pressing  wish  can  long  its  secret  keep  ! 
The  streamlet  by  its  flow  betrays  its  source  ; 
The  beaten  tree  tops  show  the  storm  wind's  course  ; 
And  we  write  our  own  characters, — each  line  a  deed  ! 
And  every  line  again  in  judgment  we  must  read. 
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''3n^QC  me,  ®  Xor^*' 

{Psalm  vii,  8.) 


"  TUDGE  me,  O  Lord  !  "     It  seems  a  fearful  prayer  ! 
To  call  upon  Divine  omniscient  eyes 
To  search  our  heart  and  lives,  to  scrutinize 
Our  inmost  ends  and  motives,  laying  bare 
Our  myriad  secret  faults,  as  in  the  glare 

Of  noonday  beam  those  countless  motes  arise. 

Yet  such  was  often  one  of  David's  cries  ! 
My  soul,  be  not  too  rash  !     How  can'st  thou  dare 
To  utter  it !     Yet,  Lord,  I  joy  to  know 

And  gratefully  believe  such  is  Thy  love. 
Thine  infinite  compassion,  such  the  glow 

Of  tenderness  in  Thy  sweet  face,  above 
All  human  thought,  that  I  would  rather  bear 
Thy  judgment,  Lord,  than  man's  !     So  this  shall  be 
my  prayer, 


4  ^ 
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Xife— not  (Treeb— eseentiaL 


r\  WHEN  will  nations  and  their  rulers  learn 

That  truth  and  righteousness  in  life — not  creed — 
Is  God's  appointed  way  :  is  all  we  need 

To  make  this  world  a  paradise  and  turn 

Our  cities,  workshops,  homes,  with  glad  surprise, 
To  scenes  of  peace  and  comfort  under  any  skies  ! 

Ring  out  these  better  thoughts,  ye  teaching  powers  ! 
Let  all  the  preachers  in  the  earth  combine 
To  spread  the  knowledge  of  this  truth  divine, 

And  so  make  musical  the  coming  hours 

With  true  religious  concord — best  of  creeds, — 
The  strife  for  excellence,  for  truth  in  deeds  ! 

How  precious  then  the  lessons  of  each  passing  year, 

By  which  the  one  succeeding  grows  more  bright  and 
clear  ! 


(-, ..^fi 
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IRatnrc  anb  IRevelatton. 
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I.  Nature. 

T\TOT  one  of  all  Thy  wondrous  works,  O  lyOrd, 
^  So  small  but  doth  within  itself  enfold 

A  world  of  hidden  wisdom, — but  doth  hold. 
However  poor  its  outward  form,  the  gold 
Of  Good  Divine  for  man, — but  doth  afford 

Some  silver  veins  of  Truth,  if  sought  aright ! 
Not  life  were  long  enough  to  all  indite 
The  wonders  woven  in  one  beam  of  light, 
Or  trace  the  laws,  and  tell  the  lessons  deep 
That  grains  of  sand  or  dew-drops  secret  keep  ! 
Just  as  the  Milky  Way  defies  the  glass, 
So  atoms  all  our  knowledge  overpass  ; 
For  dust  and  leaves  and  stones  beneath  our  feet 
Are  points  where  miracles  of  use  and  wisdom  meet ! 

II.    REVEIvATION. 

TaUT  when  with  heart  and  mind  in  sweet  accord 

And  praj^er  for  inward  light  to  Thee,  O  Lord, 
We  turn  from  Nature  to  Thy  living  Word, 
And  open  with  the  key*  which  Thou  has  given 
Thy  gate  of  parables, — lo  !   fields  of  heaven 
Before  us  spread — the  clouds  away  all  driven  ! 
Behold  here  trees  and  flowers  of  healing  virtue  grow, 
And  streams  of  living  water  from  their  fountains  flow, 
And  shining  firmaments  of  starry  beauties  show 
Not  merely  "  inspiration  "  deep  to  be 
In  Pentateuch  and  darkest  prophecy. 
But  in  each  word  a  true  Divinity  ! 
So  that  what  erewhile  seemed  but  lifeless  bones 
Now  live  with  love  and  speak  with  Wisdom's  tones ! 
_.'  'The  Science  of  Correspondences.  ^ 


^«  ^ — — ^ts 

IRemonstrancc  anb  appeal. 


I.  Remonstrance. 

QHALIy  men  build  mansions  for  themselves,  and 
deck 
With  richest  floral  beauties  all  their  grounds, 
Spend  in  adornments  many  a  thousand  pounds, 

Boast  of  their  wealth  and  treasures,  have  at  beck 

Their  liveried  servants,  and  like  princes  live, 

And  yet  the  House  of  God  be  poor  and  mean, — 
Its  missions  and  its  ministers  suffering  keen 

Through  hidden  sorrows,  mutely  crying  "Give?" 
Shall  these  who  in  their  luxury  appear 
To  neither  know  nor  care,  nor  see,  nor  hear. 

Go  unreproved,  unpunished — feel  no  check  ? 

It  cannot  be  !     The  Lord  must  set  some  bounds 
To  selfish  ease  !     Lo  !  sudden  judgment  sounds  ! 

Pale  ruin  overthrows  them,  trampling  on  their  neck  ! 

II.  Appeai,. 
T?  EPENT,  ye  sous  of  Dives,  whilst  the  power 

Is  yours  !     Repent,  and  tithe  yourselves  to  dower 
With  beauty  and  with  wealth  the  Temple  where 
Both  rich  and  poor  are  equal  in  their  prayer  ! 
Repent !  and  let  your  new-born  actions  say, 
"  See,  Lord  !  I  do  remember  me  this  day 

Of  my  great  fault ;  O  Lord,  I  render  back 
By  this  my  all  to  Thee."     Thou  canst  not  lack 
Whilst  using  it  as  steward  in  His  name  ! 
He  will  accept  thy  gift,  though  hid  from  fame. 
And  to  thy  bosom  in  sweet  peace  repay 
Eternally  a  thousandfold  in  His  own  way  !  ' 

^v    Yet  give  not  merely  for  the  sake  of  this  reward,  ^ 

V>^  But  say,  "  It  is  not  mine,  but  all  is  Thine,  O  Lord  !  "       ^ 
g^^ik  ^> <T  RS^ 
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®ur  jfatbcr/' 


"PATHER ! "  may  I  so  address  Thee 
In  my  daily  praj^er  ? 
Father,  as  Thy  child  possess  me, 

Take  me  to  Thy  care  ; 
In  sweet  mercy's  arms  caress  me, 
Ever  keep  me  there  ! 
"  Abba,  Father," 
If  Thy  "  son,"  then  also  "  heir  !  " 

"  Father  !  "  oh  the  kindness  written 

In  that  loving  name  ! 
How  are  those  with  blindness  smitten 

Who  reject  the  claim, 
Or  by  fiery  serpents  bitten, 

Perishing  in  shame  ! 
"  Abba,  Father," 

Yet  Thou  lovest  still  the  same  ! 

"  Father,  gracious,  strong,  and  tender  ! 

Source  of  heavenly  light ! 
From  all  evil  my  Defender, 

Helper  in  the  fight ! 
Of  all  real  good  the  Sender  ; 

Make  my  faith  more  bright. 
"  Abba,  Father," 

Soon  shall  faith  be  lost  in  sight. 


J 
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*'1baUowc^  be  ^b\>  IRame." 


'TxTALIvOW'D  be  Thy  name!" 
O  that  I  should  need 
Oft  reminding  thus  to  heed 
Such  a  loving  claim  ! 
All  Thy  names  in  all  Thy  Word 
I  would  hallow,  gracious  L,ord ! 

"  Hallow'd  be  Thy  name  " 
Written  on  my  heart ! 
In  the  home,  the  church,  the  mart, 
Let  it  be  my  aim 
This,  and  this  alone,  to  prove 
That  Thy  "  name  "  is  Light  and  Love  ! 

"  Hallow'd  be  Thy  name  !  " 
As  Thy  priests  of  old 
Eve  and  morn  in  lamps  of  gold 
Fed  the  holy  flame. 
Even  so,  O  Lord,  let  me 
Hallow  all  my  life  to  Thee  ! 


c  2 
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''ZTb^  IkinoDom  come." 


TV  lyAS  !  how  often  do  these  hallow'd  words, 
"  Thy  kingdom  come," 
Fall  from  my  lips  at  church  or  home 
Unheeded,  as  may  be  the  flight  of  birds  ! 

For  fifty  times  that  I  repeat  this  prayer 
Not  once,  I  fear. 
Do  I  with  heart  and  mind  sincere 
Arrest  my  thought,  the  solemn  charge  to  bear. 

And  yet,  Eternal  Father,  King  of  kings, 
Who  rulest  all. 
Thou  know'st  my  need  to  suppliant  fall 
And  ask  "Thy  kingdom  come  "  above  all  things. 

I  am  beset  with  dangers  all  around 
And  foes  within  ; 
My  rebel  heart,  so  prone  to  sin. 
Must  traitor  fall,  unless  Thy  grace  abound. 

Defenceless  too,  unless  Thou  dost  provide 
Both  sword  and  shield, — 
Unless  my  heart  obedience  yield 
To  Thee  and  with  Thine  armies  I  abide. 

'Tis  only  for  my  peace  and  joy  that  Thou 
Dost  bid  me  be 
Thy  subject,  in  sweet  liberty, 
A  citizen  of  Zion  even  now  ;  i^ 


21  Vr 
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It  is  to  strengthen,  build  me  up,  and  lead 
To  angel  growth 
Thou  bid'st  me  wake,  arise  from  sloth 
And  march  to  Thy  command,  though  feet  may  bleed. 

0  Lord,  so  let  Thy  law  be  my  control ; 

And  from  this  day 
Let  thoughts  and  deeds  all  own  Thy  sway 
And  turn  to  Thee  like  needles  to  the  pole. 

So  shall  "Thy  kingdom  come"  within  my  heart ! 
O  blessed  state ! 
E'en  now,  with  joyful  hope  elate, 

1  taste  the  whole,  possessing  only  part. 
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"ITb^^  will  be  bone,  as  in  tbe  beavens, 
60  npon  tbe  eartb/' 


"  TY  S  in  the  heavens  !"     Oh,  height  and  depth  pro- 
found ! 
What  human  thought  can  measure  it?     What  mind 

can  rise 
So  far  above  this  lower  life  ?     What  mortal  eyes 

Could  bear  the  glory  ?    Who  can  catch  a  sound 
Of  that  angelic  language  which  reveals 
Alone  to  those  who  speak  it  how  Thy  will  is  done 
In  heaven  ?    Yet,  O  L,ord,  how  oft  the  humblest  one 
Of  Thy  disciples,  pressing  heavenward,  feels 
Deep,  earnest  longings  after  better  things. 
And  often  sees  by  far  a  purer  heaven  within 
Than  his  best  deeds  display,  and  hears  above  the  din 

Thy  voice  of  Truth,  that  upward  wooing  sings  ! 
Are  not  all  these  "  Thy  Will"  within  his  soul  begun 
That  must  in  outer  "  earth"  as  in  that  "  heaven  "  be 
done  ? 


23 

"  Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread." 


TxT  OW  blest  his  simple,  childlike  state 

Who  asks  but  "daily  bread,'' 
Who  fears  no  future,  but  can  wait 
His  Father's  time  ;  for  soon  or  late 
He  knows  he  will  be  fed  ! 

'  I  am  the  living  bread  that  cometh  down  from  heaven." — 

yohn  vi.  15. 

II. 

Such  trust  will  ripen  till  he  prays 

Alone  for  "living  bread," 
And,  heeding  little  earthly  days. 
Heeds  much  to  grow  by  wisdom's  ways 

Like  Thee,  the  Living  Head. 

Blessed  is  he  that  shall  eat  bread  in  the  kingdom  of  God." — 

Luke  xiv.  15. 

III. 

When  death  shall  close  his  mortal  eyes, 

And  his  last  prayer  be  said, 
Oh  joy  !  to  find  with  sweet  surprise 
That  heavenly  bliss  so  greatly  lies 

In  Heaven's  own  daily  bread ! 


jy. 


"for  If  K  forgive  not  men  tbeir  ttcs^ 

passes,  neither  will  i^our  beavenl^ 

jfatber  forgive  i^ou/' 


AA OST  easy  and  most  often-heard  petition, 

"Forgive  us,  Lord,  our  trespasses."     And,  when 
Sincerely  uttered,  O  how  good  !     But  then 
Is  added  this  most  difl&cult  condition, 

"  As  we  forgive  who  trespass  against  us  !  " 
Is  then  Thy  pardon  something  we  can  earn  ? 
Is  this  the  price  at  which  Heaven's  gate  will  turn  ? 

Why  this  tremendous  "  IF"  that  doth  so  truss 
And  curb  the  willing  flight  of  mercy's  dove, 
And  bar  the  blessed  current  of  Thy  Love  ! 

Dear  Lord,  it  seemeth  so  ;  for  Thou  by  mine  dost 
measure 
Thine  own  forgiveness  !     Yet,  O  Lord,  I  know 
Mine  is  the  channel  where  Thy  love  can  flow, — 

Its  depth  and  breadth  the  only  limits  of  the 
treasure ! 


,-1 
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"XeaD  U0  not  into  temptation," 


'Q^IS  even  thus  that  I  am  bid  to  pray — 

"  Lord,  lead  us  not  into  temptation's  way," 

How  sore  perplexed  am  I  at  times  with  this 
Apparent  contradiction  !     For  I  know 
God  tempteth  none  to  sin  ;   nor  can  He  throw 

One  stone  of  stumbling,  one  conceit  amiss 
Into  my  path, — but  rather  doth  prepare 
My  state  to  conquer  what  must  needs  be  there. 

Why  then  these  words,  which  in  their  simple  sense 

Are  not  to  me  a  prayer  ?     They  are  a  fence 

And  warning  'gainst   each   person,  place  and 

thought 
Which  conscience  tells  me  is  with  evil  fraught, — 

Set  there  to  curb  presumption  by  humility, 

And  guard  from  danger  in  my  daily  walk  with  Thee  ! 
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''Deliver  U0  from  lEviL" 


"DELIVER  us  from  evil,"  and  "Amen  !" 

What  more  can  mortal  ask  for  ?     'Tis  the  end 
As  the  beginning  !     When  he  first  doth  bend 
And  pray  "  Deliver  us  from  evil,"  then 

'Tis  Alpha  with  him  ;  and  when  life  is  done 

Omega  'tis,  for  now  the  battle's  won  ! 

This  sums  up  all  the  child  of  God  can  pray. 

Each  step  of  Jacob's  ladder  means  but  this — 

To  rise  from  evil  into  heavenly  bliss. 
So  let  me  travel  all  the  weary  way 

From  Egypt's  bondage  through  my  "  forty  years," 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished,  with  this  prayer 
For  ever  on  my  lips  !     But  safely  i/iere, 

Farewell  temptation  !     God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  ! 


^ 
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**  Deliver  U0  from  lEviL" 


T    ORD,  deliver  us  from  evil, 

And  "  Amen  "  my  heart  replies  ; 
What  more  can  a  sinner  ask  for  ? 
'Tis  the  sum  of  all  his  sighs. 

"Thou  shalt  not"  marks  the  beginning 

Of  the  path  that  upward  leads, 
And  "  Deliver  us  from  evil " 

Is  the  end  of  all  the  creeds. 

'Tis  the  first  Divine  awakening 

When  the  heart's  deep  want  begins 

Not  alone  for  grace  to  pardon, 
But  salvation  from  our  sins. 

Every  step  of  Jacob's  ladder, 

Heavenward  rising,  means  but  this, 

"  O  deliver  us  from  evil  " — 

Through  temptation  into  peace. 

Changing  states  may  change  expressions  ; 

Words  may  vary  without  end  ; 
Still  "  Deliver  us  from  evil" 

Is  the  burden  each  must  send. 

But  when  all  temptation's  over, 

When  the  trial  is  complete, 
We  shall  read  its  other  meaning — 

Find  the  bitter  turned  to  sweet.  <V 


--«: 
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We  shall  see  the  silver  lining 

To  the  clouds  so  dreaded  here  ; 

And,  delivered  from  all  evil, 

Thy  good  purpose  will  be  clear. 

When  the  life-long  fight  is  finished. 
No  more  will  this  prayer  arise  ! 

"Amen"  turns  to  "Hallelujah" 
As  the  Christian  sweetly  dies. 

And,  amid  the  golden  city. 

Clad  in  robes  of  shining  white, 

Praise  eternal  shall  he  render 

To  the  Great  Deliverer's  might. 


\         1 
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Mbcat  an^  ZavcB. 

Let  both  grow  together  till  the  harvest."— (Matt.  xiii.  30.) 


^  LORD  !  how  stained  with  sin  are  my  best  deeds  ! 
How  mixed  my  motives, — selfish  tares  with  seeds 

Of  Thine  own  sowing  !     Side  by  side  they  grow, 
Deceitfully  alike,  till  ripening  fruits 
Reveal  their  diverse  grain.     Deep  down  the  roots 

Of  evil  twine  and  intermingle  so 
With  roots  of  better  things  in  my  heart's  ground. 
That  to  Thy  sight,  O  Lord,  no  growth  is  found 

Of  unmixed  good — unsullied,  pure,  and  just ! 
Lord,  what  am  I  that  Thou  regardest  me  ? 
Unworth}^  all,  and  owing  all  to  Thee  ! 

I  bow  my  head  unto  the  very  dust. 
And,  like  the  leper  cry,  "  Unclean  !  unclean  !  " 

Yet  be  not  thou  too  much  cast  down,  my  soul, 

Thy  Father  is  thy  Judge  !     He  sees  the  whole  ; 
He  knows  thy  frame,  and  what  thy  strength  has  been  ! 


'*  Mitbout  6o^  in  tbe  Morlb." 


Q  THAT  a  day  should  pass 

Without  one  thought  of  Thee, — 
Without  one  breath  of  grateful  praise, 
Without  a  bended  knee  ! 

O  that  the  morning  light 

And  sweet  refreshing  rest 
Should  fail  to  waken  one  sweet  chord 

Of  music  in  my  breast ! 

No  glory  of  the  clouds. 

No  charm  of  land  or  sea, 
Nor  whispering  wind,  nor  thunder  deep, 

Directs  my  thought  to  Thee. 

Nor  e'en  the  joys  of  home. 

Though  Heaven  itself  may  shine 

In  childhood's  face  and  loving  eyes. 
To  Heaven  can  lift  up  mine  ! 

How  dark  and  cold  and  dead 

My  wretched  soul  must  be. 
That  neither  feels  the  Father's  love. 

Nor  doth  His  glory  see. 

Lord,  look  in  pity  down. 

Revive  and  warm  my  heart. 
And  in  the  conscious  joy  of  Heaven, 

O  give  me  some  small  part ! 

Lord,  open  Thou  my  lips, 

And  loose  my  silent  tongue. 
That  nevermore  a  day  may  pass 

Without  its  grateful  song.  >t. 

^<rS 
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IResionatton. 

"  Not  my  will,  but  Thine,  be  done." 


T  ASK  not,  Heavenly  Father, 

That  tears  and  pain  should  cease. 

Until  the  work  of  patience 
Hath  had  its  full  increase. 

I  wish  not  that  the  trouble 
Should  be  removed,  until 

My  heart  is  brought  in  perfect  trust 
To  welcome  all  Thy  will. 

Nor  pray  I  that  temptations 

No  longer  may  assail, 
But  rather  that  the  evil  self 

May  never  more  prevail. 

The  burden  Thou  permittest 

I  will  but  pray  to  bear, 
Until  the  strength  it  bringeth  me 

I  joyfully  declare. 

The  chastisement  Thou  sendest 

0  may  I  so  receive. 

That  everything  Thou  dost  abhor 

1  too  may  hate  and  leave. 


<> 
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Should  pox'^erty  o'ertake  me, 

In  Thee  will  I  find  store  ; 
Though  dark  bereavements  cloud  my  path, 

I'll  lean  on  Thee  the  more  ! 

If  blindness  shut  the  sun  out, 

Thy  Spirit  shall  give  light ; 
If  hearing  fail,  or  tongue  be  dumb. 

Thy  Voice  shall  cheer  the  night. 

And  when  the  pain  has  vanished, 

And  when  the  grief  is  o'er, 
I'll  thank  Thee,  I.ord,  for  all,  if  all 

Hath  made  me  love  Thee  more  ! 


■^Y 
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Zbc  Mbole  Ibeart. 

"I  will  praise  Thee  with  my  whole  heart." — Psalm  cxxxviii.  i. 


r\  THAT  I  could  so  praise  ! 

For  my  best  praise  hath  only  half  my  heart ; 
The  other  half  obeys 
The  call  of  self,  the  flesh,  the  world,  the  mart ! 

And  so  it  is  in  prayer  ; 
My  vagrant  thoughts  will  not  be  upward  led  ! 

My  poor  petitions  bear 
But  half  my  wants  ;  and  then  my  prayer  is  dead  ! 

But  ah  !  my  daily  deeds 
That  each  one  ought  to  bear  the  Spirit's  fruit ; 

Instead  of  that,  like  seeds 
How  many  perish,  wanting  heavenly  root ! 

Lord,  so  unite  my  soul 
That  praise  and  prayer  alike  to  Thee  may  rise 

Henceforth  complete  and  whole 
An  offering  free,  a  perfect  sacrifice  ! 


D 
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JEncouragement. 


pOOR  soul,  desponding  and  so  full  of  fears, 

Thy  days  all  spent  in  sighs,  thy  nights  in  tears  ! 
Ne'er  may'st  thou  see  an  end  to  this  thy  woe 
While  looking  still  on  thy  demerits  so  ; 
Thy  gaze  all  downward,  selfward,  sinward  bent ! 
Too  long,  too  long  hast  thou  thy  life  thus  spent ! 
Take  courage,  soul,  and  hope  and  pray  for  light, 
A  rosy  dawn  shall  then  succeed  thy  night ; 
So  change  thine  attitude  ;  lift  up  thine  eyes ; 
See  One  who  beckons  thee  from  self  to  rise  ; 
He  smiles,  and  earnestly  with  open  arms 
Bids  welcome  to  the  wanderer,— gently  calms 
All  fears,— will  kiss  and  fold  thee  to  His  breast 
And  feed  and  clothe  and  take  thee  to  His  rest, 


4^  4*? 
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©,  write  it,  Xor&,  in  mine. 


"  I  will  write  My  law  in  their  hearts,  and  I  will  be  their  God,  and 
they  shall  be  My  people." — Jeremiah  xxxi.  33. 


Q,  WRITE  it,  Lord,  in  mine, 
In  letters  bright, 
With  Thine  own  light. 
That  through  my  life  may  shine. 

By  truthful  words  and  loving  deeds 
And  tender  care  for  others'  needs. 
The  beauty  and  the  glory  of  the  life  divine ! 

And  thus,  O  Lord,  be  Thou 

My  God,  my  Guide  ! 

If  Thou  Shalt  chide, 
I  will  obedient  bow 

And  cast  the  dearest  idol  down 

That  would  divide  with  Thee  the  crown 
And  bury  it  for  ever,  trampling  o'er  its  brow! 

So,  of  Thy  people,  Lord, 

Let  me  be  one  ! 

A  friend,  a  son. 
That  serves  without  reward  ; — 

One  of  Thy  people — spirit  born, — 

One  of  Thy  Church,  in  this  new  morn. 
Of  those  whose  hearts  and  lives  praise  Thee  with 
_ii^  one  accord.  ^ 
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Not  unto  us,  O  Lord. — Psalm  cxv.  i. 


I 


TRIUMPH,  Lord,  in  Thee  ! 

Who  hast  redemption  wrought ; 
Who  all  my  life  hast  been  with  me 
To  help,  if  help  were  sought. 
Then  daily  let  it  be 

My  joyful  task  to  raise 
The  song,  "  Non  nobis  Domine," 
And  give  to  Thee  the  praise  ! 

I  triumph,  Lord,  in  Thee  ! 

For  thought,  and  will,  and  power, 
To  cease  from  sin  Thou  givest  me, 
Like  sunshine  to  the  flower. 
Then  daily  let  it  be 

My  joyful  task  to  raise 
The  song,  "  Non  nobis  Domine," 
And  give  to  Thee  the  praise  ! 

I  triumph,  Lord,  in  Thee  ! 

For  all  the  strength  is  Thine 
That  makes  the  baffled  tempter  flee, 
And  prayer  alone  is  mine  ! 
So  daily  let  it  be 

My  deepest  joy  to  raise 
The  song,  "  Non  nobis  Domine," 
■^^^  And  give  to  Thee  the  praise  ! 
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I  triumph,  lyOrd,  in  Thee  ! 

For  hell  hath  not  a  foe 
That  may  assault  or  threaten  me 
But  Thou  shalt  bring  him  low  ; 
That  daily  it  may  be 

My  inmost  joy  to  raise 
The  song,  "  Non  nobis  Domine," 
And  give  to  Thee  the  praise ! 

I  triumph.  Lord,  in  Thee  ! 

Oh,  breathe  a  warmer  love  ! 
Oh,  send  a  true  humility. 
Thy  gracious  work  to  prove  ! 
That  daily  it  may  be 

My  deepest  joy  to  raise 
The  song,  "  Non  nobis  Domine," 
And  give  to  Thee  the  praise  ! 

I  triumph,  Lord,  in  Thee  ! 
And  to  Thy  holy  name 
The  glory,  thanks,  and  praise  shall  be 
Eternally  the  same  ! 
Thus  daily  let  it  be, 

While  here,  my  joy  to  raise 
The  song,  "  Non  nobis  Domine," 
Till  heaven  completes  the  praise. 
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perfection, 

"  Be  ye  therefore  perfect,  even  as  your  Father  who  is  in  heaven 
is  perfect." — Matt.  v.  48. 


CT'REMENDOUS  precept,  summing  up  the  whole 
Of  Law  and  Prophets  in  one  brief  command  ! 
The  Christian's  utmost  aim, — his  promised  land; 

The  mountain-top  of  his  transfigured  soul ! 

We  are  not  bid  be  pure  as  falling  snow 

Or  dewdrop's  sheen,  nor  sweet  as  early  spring 
Or  lily,  but  be  God-like.     Everything 

On  earth  compared  with  this  is  poor  and  low. 

Nor  are  we  sent  to  highest  angelhood 
For  fit  examples  of  our  noblest  aim  : 
The  very  heaven  of  heavens  would  most  disclaim 

The  thought  thus  perfect  to  be  understood. 

Ours  is  a  mark  be5^ond  the  world  and  time, — 
A  model  in  all  truth  and  good  complete  ; 
The  One  where  all  degrees  eternal  meet, — 

The  Human  glorified, — God-man  sublime  ! 

Thou,  Jesus  Lord,  my  God,  Thou  art  before 
Thy  church,  sole  pattern  of  its  perfectness  ; 
Thy  mercy,  love,  and  wisdom — nothing  less — 

Am  I  to  follow  now  and  evermore  ! 
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"1Rc0t  at  Xast." 


The  news  of  her  death  was  conveyed  in  these  words,  "  Rest  at  last  ! 
eight  o'clock  Wednesday  evening." 

"  It  shall  come  to  pass  that  at  evening  time  it  shall  be  light." — 

Zech.  xiv.  7. 


I 
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P?  EST  at  last !  poor  weary  one  ! 

Racked  with  pain  for  many  a  year ; 
Rest  at  last ;  thy  toil  is  done  ; 
Now  the  mystery  is  clear ! 

Rest  at  last  for  heavy  eyes, 

Aching  heart  and  drooping  limb  ; 
Rest  at  last,  O  sweet  surprise ; 

Day  dawns  ere  the  eve  grows  dim  ! 

Rest  at  last  from  hidden  grief, 

Hope  delayed  and  tempting  doubt  ; 

Rest  at  last, — complete  relief; 

Love  now  breathes  its  fulness  out. 

Rest  at  last ;  O  happy  soul. 

Who  can  grieve  at  thy  release  ? 

Rest  eternal,  perfect,  whole  ; 

Thou  hast  "  entered  into  peace." 
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TT  NOTHER  angel-flower,  so  pure  and  sweet, 
The  Lord  transplants  to-day 
From  this  side  of  His  garden,  cold  and  grey, 
To  where  no  storms  can  beat. 
No  shadows  stay  ; 

To  that  love-lighted  side  where  those  so  blest 

As  she  perennial  bloom 

And  flourish  in  a  clime  that  knows  no  gloom, 
By  rivers  of  sweet  rest 

Beyond  the  tomb. 

The  Heavenly  Gardener  knows  each  plant  so  well, 

And  loves  so  tenderly. 

And  watches  every  want  of  flower  and  tree. 
That  He  alone  can  tell 

Where  each  should  be  ! 

To  bear  more  fruit  of  blessed  use  to  all — 

To  make  the  fragrant  air 

More  rich, — the  sheen  of  glory  yet  more  rare, 
She  had  the  Master's  call 
To  go  up  There. 


«*.-    . v>^ 
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A  TRUE   OCCURRENCE. 

Q~'HE  loving  Father  sent  his  angel,  Death, 

To  bid  her  leave  this  lower  place,  where  she 
Some  time  at  table  sat,  to  "  come  up  higher." 
With  humble  mien  and  brief  adieus  she  rose, 
Leaving  her  poor  and  faded  garment  /icre, 
For,  in  that  chamber,  other  robes  are  worn. 
A  gold  ring,  old  and  thin,  she  also  left. 
The  which,  to  keep  for  her  dear  sake,  I  took 
And  drew  it  o'er  my  finger  lovingly  ! 

Was  it  a  talisman, — a  charm, — I  touched  ? 
The  moment  it  was  on  my  finger  placed 
I  felt  her  hand  within  my  own  again, 
And  like  a  dream  came  back  all  happy  times 
That  we  had  spent  together,  our  best  states. 
No  memories  of  ill,  but  all  of  good 
Returned  to  me  !     And  I  possess  them  now  ; 
For,  when  I  feel  this  golden  circlet,  she 
Is  with  me  still,  with  me  in  prayer  and  praise. 
With  me  in  every  scene  of  life's  sweet  joy, 
From  youth  right  on  to  time  of  silvery  age ! 

Is  not  this  mystic  presence  promise  true 
Of  the  reunion  hoped  for,  and  a  proof 
That  though  unseen  she  is  not  far  away  ? 
I  take  it  so  !     Dear  Lord,  I  will  believe 
She  is  not  gone,  but  in  an  upper  room 
^  Of  the  same  mansion  waits  for  me  to  come  ! 
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(Tclcstial  ©ain. 


^NLY  the  flowers  were  seen  ! 

Although  beneath  was  nought  but  solemn  grey, 
They  seemed  to  change  it  by  their  silvery  sheen 
From  night  to  day  ! 

Only  sweet  flowers  were  seen  ! 
Twined  by  affection — wreaths  of  fragrant  bloom — 
Like  memories  sweet  of  her ;  for  love  had  been 
And  banished  gloom ! 

Only  fair  flowers  were  seen 
While  lay  the  coffin  on  the  funeral  bier ; 
Their  open  lips,  though  dumb,  yet  seemed  to  mean 
"Shed  not  a  tear!" 

Only  fresh  flowers  were  seen. 
As  in  the  deep,  dark  grave  we  laid  her  down  ! 
Her  cross  was  buried  !     Spring's  suggestive  green 
Spoke  of  her  crown  ! 

But  when  no  flowers  were  seen 
Came  thoughts  of  loss  for  us  who  here  remain ; 
For  her — of  living  flowers  and  fruitage,  e'en 
Celestial  gain  ! 
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"  They  that  trust  in  the  Lord  shall  be  as  Mount  Zion,  which  cannot 
be  removed,  but  abideth  for  ever." — Psahn  cxxv.  i. 


Q  FOR  that  triumphant  faith, 

Broad  and  deep  as  mountain  base, 
Solid  as  the  primal  rock, 
Bold,  yet  full  of  gentle  grace ! 
Guarding  me  at  every  turn, 
Succour  of  my  deepest  need, 
Strong  in  life  and  calm  in  death  ; 
Such  as  this  is  faith  indeed  ! 

If  my  heart  be  fixed  and  true. 
Living  only  in  Thy  love. 
Building  only  on  Thy  strength, 
What  can  my  foundation  move  ? 
Firm,  like  Zion's  sacred  hill 
(Templed  glory  of  all  lands). 
Though  the  city  shall  decay. 
Yet  the  mountain  ever  stands  ! 

0  what  comfort  then  were  mine. 
Rest  and  joy  in  Thee,  O  Lord  ! 
If  by  loving  faith  I  dare 

Claim  this  promise  of  Thy  Word  ! 
Promise  that  can  never  fail  ! 

1  will  trust  it  night  and  day  ; 

For,  though  heav'n  and  earth  should  pass, 
Thy  Word  passeth  not  away  ! 
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"  Man  is  born  unto  trouble,  as  the  sparks  fly  upward." — Job.  v.  7. 


TT  ND  must  the  Christian's  life  be 

A  vale  of  trouble  here  ? 
Must  every  day  bring  sadness 

And  every  hour  a  tear  ? 
And  is  there  then  no  comfort 

But  hope  of  early  death  ? 
Shall  strife  and  inward  conflict 

Cease  but  with  latest  breath  ? 

Away,  ye  doubts,  alluring 

To  gloomy  dark  despair  ! 
Begone  !  and  let  my  strife  be 

To  lift  mine  eyes  in  prayer. 
I  cry  to  Thee,  my  Saviour, 

My  God,  I  trust  Thy  grace  ; 
Roll  back  the  clouds  that  hide  Thee, 

O  Lord,  and  show  Thy  face ! 

lyO  !  now  angelic  visions 

I^ight  up  my  midnight  sky. 
And  songs  of  peace  descending 

From  white  robed  choirs  on  high ! 
The  fearsome  darkness  passes 

And  soon  the  hopeful  morn 
With  tender  faith  illumined 

And  cheering  love  is  born. 

Those  frowning  hills  I  dreaded 
a«  Now  bright  and  radiant  grow. 
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And  clearer  is  my  pathway. 

And  streams  and  valleys  glow  ! 
O,  wondrous  change  of  prospect, 

My  cross,  before  in  view. 
Is  now  so  far  behind  me 

And  crown' d  with  glory  too  ! 

The  heavenly  Sun  has  risen 

With  healing  in  His  wings, — 
From  ashes  see  what  "beauty," 

What  "joy  "  from  mourning  springs  ! 
The  joy  of  sweet  reposing 

And  trust  in  Thee,  O  I^ord ! 
The  beauty  of  the  glory 

And  Spirit  of  Thy  Word  ! 

Ah,  now  I'm  sure  my  Father 

Appoints  me  what  is  best ; 
I  know  His  arm  so  loving 

Will  guard  me  from  the  rest ! 
An  everlasting  blessing 

For  me  His  care  He  makes  ; 
While  every  earth-born  feeling 

And  snare  He  gently  breaks. 

O  then,  my  soul,  take  courage. 
Maintain  awhile  the  fight. 
And  wait  for  Him  in  patience, — 
For  Him  who  is  thy  I^ight ; 
I  He  will  be  Thy  salvation 

And  make  the  strife  to  cease 
The  moment  thou  art  ready 
^  To  take  His  gift  of  peace  !  ^ 
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ZviXBt  in  the  Xor^ 


"  Commit  thy  way  unto  the  Lord;  trust  also  in  Him  ;  and  He  shall 
bring  it  to  pass." — Psalm  xxxvii.  5. 


5.> 


(T'OMMIT  my  way  to  Thee  !     Ah  !  Lord,  I  must, 
^  Or  1  shall  fall. 

Oh  that  I  could  so  trust 
And  to  Thy  guidance  gladly  give  up  all ! 

How  oft,  forgetting  Thee,  O  Lord,  my  way 
Appears  so  plain 
I  think  I  cannot  stray  ! 
And  wilful  heart  leads  captive  foolish  brain. 

Then  darkness,  doubt,  and  troubled  fears  arise. 
And  very  soon 
I  stumble  ;  for  mine  eyes 
Are  useless,  having  neither  sun  nor  moon  ; 

But  Thou  dost  lift  me  up  and  soothe  my  pain  ; 
And  then  I  see 
If  I  would  peace  attain 
In  all  my  ways  I  must  acknowledge  Thee, 

Nor  trust  to  self  alone  in  anything  ; 
But,  like  a  child. 
Hold  fast  Thy  hand,  and  bring 
^^  My  will  to  Thine,  to  check  its  impulse  wild.  ^ 
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And  as  I  thus  look  up  into  Thy  face 
Mine  ears  shall  hear 
The  voice,  so  full  of  grace, 
"  This  is  the  way,  walk  in  it  without  fear." 

So  would  I  walk,  O  Lord,  through  all  my  life,- 
Thy  Word  my  guide 
Alike  in  calm  or  strife, 
Till  Thou  dost  give  me  peace  that  shall  abide. 
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**^b^  IfdnG^om  ie  an  evedasting 
Iking^om/' 

(Psalm  cxlv.  13.) 


r^K  Thou,  then,  Jesus  Christ,  my  King  ! 

To  Thee,  Omnipotent,  I  bring 
The  multitude  of  powers  that  cling 

Around  my  central  life, — 
A  strange,  a  wondrous  gathering, — 
An  army — yea,  a  world — to  serve  and  sing 
Alike  in  peace  or  strife. 

Poor  though  they  be,  accept,  I  pray. 

The  retinue  I  lead  to-day 

To  swear  allegiance  to  Thy  sway 

And  worship  at  Thy  throne  ! 
O  King  !  Thy  service  will  repay 
A  thousandfold  more  blessedness  than  they 

Could  ever  else  have  known. 

No  want  to  those  who  thus  serve  Thee 
Unsatisfied  can  ever  be, — 
Thy  kingdom  theirs,  eternally  ! 

Come,  Holy  Truth  !  and  then 
Come,  lyove  !     I^et  both  henceforth  have  free 
And  welcome  reign  of  perfect  use  in  me  ! 

Amen,  and  yet  Amen  !  jx^ 
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5imilitubc0. 

"To  whom  then  will  ye  liken  God,  or  what  likeness  will  ye  compare 
unto  Him  ?" — Isaiah  xl.  i8. 


T^7hAT  image  in  this  world,  O  I,ord,  can  be 
Likeness  express  of  Thy  Divinity? 
Is  it  the  wind,  that  no  one  knoweth 
Whence  it  cometh  or  whither  goeth  ? 

Is  it  the  moving,  deep,  mysterious  sea. 

Whose  surges  circle  earth  continually  ? 
Is  it  thy  quenchless  heat,  O  sun  ? 
Is  it  thy  light,  thou  glorious  One  ? 

Is  it  the  calm  and  solemn  mountain-range. 

The  everlasting  hills,  that  know  no  change  ? 
Or  rather,  is  it  not,  if  pondered  right. 
An  atom,  or  a  self-sphered  dewdrop,  bright  ? 

For  nought  is  small  to  Thy  Divinity, 

And  nothing  vast  to  Thine  Infinity  ! 

Yet  none  of  these,  however  seeming  grand 

Or  small,  though  countless  as  the  ocean  sand, 

Are  more  than  symbols,  apt  for  poet's  line, 

Are  more  than  shadows  from  the  lyight  Divine ! 

Although  their  uses  point  to  things  above, 

Not  one  can  likeness  bear  to  boundless  love ; 

These  have  no  ray  of  reason — no  immortal  glow  ; 

For  where  true  life  begins,  all  these  are  left  below. 

Only  in  man  we  find  the  mystic  trine 

Of  elements  that  heaven  and  earth  combine  !  ' 

1         "  The  measure  of  a  man — that  is,  an  angel  "* — shows 
The  Godlike  nature  faith  and  love  compose, 

I         And  only  man,  regenerate,  can  be  i 

^v         That  image  likeness,  Holy  Lord,  of  Thee  !  a, 

^^,  Rev.  xxi.  17.  ^ 

^J^<, _____ ^  ^ 
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Hcknowlcbgmcnt  of  Divine  (IDcrc^. 


r\  LORD,  I  bless  Thee  for  Thy  tender  care, 

Thy  love  towards  me,  since  my  life  began — 
Unworthy  all — a  rebel,  child  and  man  ; 
Yet  larger  and  more  rich  has  been  my  share 

Of  blessing,  and  forbearing  mercy  than 

An  angel  could  deserve  !     Thy  love  outran 
My  waywardness  !     Thy  guardian  arms  were  there 
To  save  from  dangers  I  would  rashly  dare  ! 

Thy  voice,  behind  me,  whispered  in  my  ear, 
When  wilfully  to  right  or  left  I  turned, 
"  Not  so,  but  onward,  straight !  "     I  then  discerned 

That  Thou  wast  leading  me,  and  lost  all  fear. 
So  let  me  ever  in  Thy  sleepless  Love  confide 
And  gladly  take  Thy  Wisdom's  counsels  for  my  guide ! 


^, 
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Ibi^mn  for  Sun^a^  Scboole. 

(Written  about  the  yeav  1865  to  suit  the  melody  knowti  as  "Festal.") 
'•  I  am  the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life."— /o/iw  xiv.  6. 


Cr  HOU  who  art  "  The  Way  !  " 

While  now  our  youthful  hearts  are  tender, 
lyest  our  footsteps  stray, 

Be  Thou  our  Guide  and  our  Defender  ! 
Thou  hast  trod  and  pointed  out  the  heavenly  road  ; 

May  we  walk  therein, 

Pure  and  without  sin, 
Trusting,  as  we  follow  to  Thy  bright  abode, 

We  shall  surely  enter  in. 

Thou  who  art  "  The  Way,"  etc. 

Thou  who  art  "  The  Truth  !  " 
Our  eager  minds  are  now  awaking. 

Strong  and  fresh  with  youth  ; 
The  golden  morn  of  life  is  breaking  ! 
Precious  be  to  us  Thy  holy  Word  of  light  ; 

May  its  sacred  page 

Our  best  thoughts  engage  ; 
Mystic  pillar,  cloud  by  day  and  fire  by  night. 

Guiding,  cheering  youth  and  age. 

Thou  who  art  "  The  Way,"  etc.  4 
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Thou  who  art  "  The  Life  !  " 
Creator  !  soul  of  all  creation  ! 

Love  from  Thee  is  Life, — 
That  inner  life, — the  true  Salvation  ! 
Hark  !  celestial  voices  raise  a  holy  song  ; 

Listen,  for  they  say 

"Jesus  is  the  Way, 
He  the  Truth,  the  Life,"  to  Him  our  souls  belong, 

Praise  to  Him,  all  praise  for  aye  ! 

Thou  who  art  "The  Way,"  etc. 


— ^ -^n^P 

Baptiem  of  IJounG  Hbulte. 


TOEHOLD  thy  young  disciples,  Lord, 

Who  gather  here  with  sweet  accord  ; 
Around  the  sacred  font  we  kneel, 
Our  simple  faith  in  Thee  to  seal : 

To  seal,  by  that  most  holy  sign 
Of  sprinkled  water, — rite  Divine  ! 
To  bow  in  baptism,  e'en  as  Thou 
Beneath  the  hand  of  John  did'st  bow ! 

And  as  we  humbly  thus  fulfil 

In  this  first  sacrament.  Thy  will, 

O  bid  Thy  Holy  Dove  descend, 

And  let  Thy  voice  our  deed  commend  ! 

And  may  this  outward  washing  be 
True  sign  of  inward  purity, 
To  shine  in  us,  in  soul  and  face. 
The  work  and  evidence  of  Grace. 

'Tis  by  Thy  mercy  we  are  brought 
Where  Thy  most  holy  Word  is  taught ; 
So  help  us  more  that  Word  to  prize. 
Which  opens  heaven  to  longing  eyes. 

Now,  by  this  simple  rite  begun. 

May  every  higher  good  be  won  ; 

And  may  Thy  baptism  each  desire 

Of  Holy  Spirit  and  of  fire  !  j: 
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H  (Bratcful  Ibeart 


/*>  IVE  me,  O  Lord,  a  grateful  heart. 

So  full  of  silent  praise 
That  every  comfort,  every  joy. 

To  Thee  my  soul  may  raise, 
And  sweetly  link  with  thoughts  of  Thee 

All  my  remaining  days. 

How  much  more  precious  are  Thy  gifts 

From  ocean,  sky,  or  land. 
By  night  or  day,  when  thus  we  feel 

They  all  are  from  Thy  hand  ! 
Yea,  all  and  always,  be  they  great 

Or  small  as  grains  of  sand. 

All  beauteous  sights  that  greet  the  eye^ 

And  lovely  sounds  the  ear. 
The  bounties  of  each  varied  clime 

And  season  of  the  year, 
All  are  but  mirrors  of  Thy  love 

That  make  Thy  presence  clear. 

The  infant's  smile,  the  maiden's  love. 

The  faithfulness  of  friends, 
All  gentle  deeds  that  bless  the  world — 

A  stream  that  never  ends, — 
This  ceaseless  stream,  O  gracious  Lord, 
j^^  From  heaven  Thy  mercy  sends.  ^ 
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Each  kindly  thought,  each  glimpse  of  truth, 

Bach  secret  prayer  that  flies, 
Each  impulse  of  the  higher  life 

That  bids  me  heavenward  rise : 
O,  LrOrd,  Thou  givest  me  all  these, 

And  this  sweet  thought  I'll  prize. 
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®n  awaiting. 

"  For  so  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep."  —Psalm  cxxvii.  2. 


Q  LORD,  I  bless  Thee  for  Thy  gift  of  sleep  ; 

For  Thou  dost  give  it ! 
And  such  a  simple  faith,  Lord,  I  would  keep, 
And  not  outlive  it. 

It  is  so  sweet  to  thus  unite  the  thought 

Of  gift  with  Giver  ! 
From  dark  denials,  as  by  "science"  taught, 

Lord,  me  deliver  ! 

"  For  so  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep" 

(And  they  are  all  men)  ; 
And  with  the  gift  come  thoughts  and  feelings  deep, 

That  heavenward  call  men. 

Such  holy  sleep  is  still  "  the  house  of  God," 

"  The  gate  of  heaven  ;" 
E'en  though  the  pillow,  stone, — the  couch,  a  sod. 

For  then  is  given 

A  closer  presence  of  the  angel  throng. 

With  God  above  them. 
Till  busy  life,  with  selfish  purpose  strong, 
^.  Doth  far  remove  them.  '- . 
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Therefore  of  every  human  life  so  much 

Is  spent  in  slumber  ; 
While,  all  unseen,  the  Lord  works  wonders,  such 

As  none  can  number. 

Thus  doth  He  guard  us,  even  while  we  dream. 

The  infant's  gladness  ; — 
The  visions  of  bright  youth,  when  life  doth  seem 

To  have  no  sadness  ; — 

The  weird  fantastic  trance  of  middle  life. 

So  strange  to  mortals, 
Which  some  day  may  be  found  with  lessons  rife 

From  spirit  portals  ; — 

Yea,  even  dreams  of  shame — as  dark  as  night. 

That  shocking,  wake  us, 
And  warn,  perhaps,  of  sins  we  have  to  fight. 

That  soon  o'ertake  us ; — 

All  these,  for  every  age  and  every  state, 

In  every  station, 
His  Providence  doth  mark  !     There  is  no  Fate 

In  our  salvation  ! 

For  He  that  keepeth  Israel  slumbers  not ; 

Nor  can  one  sleeper 
In  all  His  universe  be  once  forgot 
"  By  such  a  Keeper. 

^%^ ...  ^ 
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Like  gentle  showers  upon  the  thirsty  land, 

His  peace  o'erfloweth 
On  every  soul  when  touched  by  sleep's  soft  hand,- 

But  how,  none  knoweth  ! 

The  morning  calm  of  soul  that  now  I  feel. 

So  pure  from  leaven 
Of  earthly  care  or  want,  but  doth  reveal 

The  peace  of  heaven. 

In  this  sweet  spirit,  Lord,  throughout  the  day. 

And  on  for  ever, 
I  would  remain.     Help  me,  O  Lord,  I  pray, 

In  this  endeavour ! 
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r\  LORD,  my  Father  and  my  Guide, 

I  want  my  life  to  be 
A  childlike  walking  by  Thy  side, — 
A  looking  up  to  Thee. 

I  want  to  listen  for  Thy  voice, 
To  hear  its  slightest  tone, 

To  take  Thy  prompting  for  my  choice, 
And  make  Thy  will  my  own. 

But  flesh  is  weak  and  self  is  strong. 
And  many  a  witching  charm 

The  world  doth  weave  of  sight  and  song 
That  lure  my  soul  to  harm. 

The  tempter,  waiting  for  offence, 
Sits  watching  every  gate 

Of  pleasure,  passion,  thought  or  sense 
Of  human  love  or  hate. 

Lord,  pity  me  when  led  astray, 
Restore  me  to  Thy  sight ; 

And  let  my  strength  be  as  my  day. 
Sufficient  for  the  fight. 

Thy  loving  care  for  ever  new, 

Thy  sword,  Thy  strong  right  hand 
Alone  can  bring  me  safely  through 
<A.  To  Heaven,  the  promised  land. 
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/^  lyORD,  what  shall  I  do  in  this  my  strait ! 

I  cannot  see  my  way  !     No  open  gate, — 
No  path  appears,  but  only  tangled  weeds. 
While  deeper  night  to  closing  day  succeeds  ! 

Is  it  my  yet  unconquer'd  self,  and  pride 

Of  heart,  that  veils  the  light,  and  thus  doth  hide 

Salvation's  finger-post,  though  ever  near. 

And  to  the  "voice"  behind  me  stops  mine  ear? 

What  are  these  brambles  but  my  own  disgrace  ? 
Is  not  this  gloom  because  I  turn  my  face 
Away  from  Thee,  my  Sun,  and  trust  instead 
To  my  poor  reason  by  my  passions  led  ? 

How  long,  O  Lord,  in  this  unwholesome  mire 
Of  soul  benumbing  doubt  and  question  dire 
Shall  I  delay  ?     Is  Thy  way  so  unkind, 
Or  am  I  still  so  stubborn,  self-willed,  blind  ? 

I  come  to  Thee  on  bended  knee  and  ask 
For  guidance  and  for  strength  to  do  my  task  ! 
Sometimes  it  seems  all  easy, — clear  as  day  ; 
Yet  ere  an  hour  the  light  has  passed  away  ! 
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lyord,  lift  me  up  above  myself,  and  show 
Me  in  Thy  light  the  things  I  need  to  know  ! 
O,  give  me  then  the  heart  renew'd,  and  fill 
Me  with  resolve  henceforth  to  do  Thy  will ! 

So  humbly  following  Thee  who  art  "The  Way," 
"  The  Truth,  the  I^ife,"  I  simply  but  obey  ! 
So  peace  from  sweet  obedience  shall  have  birth, 
And,  as  in  heaven,  "  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth." 


^' 
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\^HAT  is  so  free  as  Thought  ? 

For  who  can  bar  its  entrance  to  the  mind 
Or  choose  its  quality  or  kind  ? 
It  cometh  so  unsought ! 

To  peasant  and  to  king 
Alike  its  voices  speak,  for  ill  or  good ; 
A  wayward,  strange,  fantastic  brood 

Ivike  birds  of  every  wing. 

For  thoughts  do  come  and  go 
Like  flitting  birds — some  dazzling  to  the  sight, 
Some  heavy  with  the  gloom  of  night. 

Some  skyward,  and  some  low. 

How  vain  is  our  conceit 
That  purpose  rules,  and  judgment  guides  the  mind  ! 
Much  life  is  but  a  dreamy  kind 

Of  walk  in  crowded  street. 

Where  every  passing  one 
By  word,  or  look,  or  simple  wave  of  hand 
May  some  responsive  thought  command, 

I<ike  shadows  from  the  sun.  ^^ 
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II. 

How  often  do  I  try 
While  holy  words  I  read  to  guide  my  way, 
Or  while  in  solitude  I  pray, 

To  fix  my  thoughts  on  high. 

How  often  too  I  grieve 
At  wild  imaginations  that  inrush 
lyike  savage  wolves  on  sheep,  and  crush 

The  flock  beyond  retrieve. 

In  shame  I  hide  my  face ; 
All  efforts  fail,  and  even  prayer  seems  vain  ! 
Confusion's  lawless  hordes  again 

Usurp  the  kingly  place. 

Ah  me  !  if  this  be  sin — 
If  this  involuntary  helpless  flow 
Of  thoughts,  like  winds  that  listless  blow 

Be  crime, — despair  rides  in  ! 

Great  God  !  it  cannot  be  ; 
For  Thou  wilt  not  condemn  me  for  a  dream  ! 
My  thoughts  are  not  the  deeds  they  seem 

Till  thought  and  wish  agree. 

^0= ■'*  t^} 
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III. 

My  soul,  take  holy  heed  ; 
Call  on  His  name  a  thousand,  thousand  times 
To  guard  thee,  lest  the  thought  of  crimes 

Become  the  crimes  indeed  ! 

For  every  evil  thought 
May  prove  a  blessing,  if,  when  passions  wake 
Responsive  to  its  call,  we  take 

And  quench  them  as  we  ought. 

'Tis  so  God's  healing  works  ! 
One  poison  thought — His  aid  invoked,  thus  drives 
A  greater  poison  from  our  lives. 

However  deep  it  lurks. 

O  set  this  barrier  up, 
When  thought  awakens  wish  that  thought  were  fact ; 
Deny  the  wish  !     Abhor  the  act  ! 

So  drink  Salvation's  cup. 

Then  to  the  Lord  give  praise  ; 
For  He  alone  delivers  us  from  hell, 
And  He  alone  who  gives  can  tell 

What  strength  befits  our  days  ! 

;^^=>- — — ^^SjI^ 
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"^OT  all  the  day  unceasing 

^         Can  thought  be  heavenward  sent ; 

Nor  all  the  weary  night-time 

Can  knees  in  prayer  be  bent. 
Man's  lower  life  and  powers 

Claim  food  in  their  due  course  ; 
lyet  this  be  well  provided, 

The  higher  life  gains  force. 

As  gently  rising  mountains 

Form  intervening  vales, 
As  morning  gave  the  manna 

And  evening  brought  the  quails, 
So  thoughts  of  things  celestial 

With  those  of  earth  and  sense 
Should  alternate  in  freedom. 

Nor  cause  the  least  offence. 

The  angels  on  the  ladder 
That  reached  from  earth  to  sky 

Ascended  and  descended 
With  blessings  from  on  high  ; 
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So  science,  art  and  commerce, 

And  inoffensive  mirth, 
Are  messengers  from  heaven 

To  hless  our  life  on  earth. 

'Tis  ignorance  refuses 

To  each  of  these  its  due  ; 
As  only  murky  darkness 

Shows  Nature  of  one  hue. 
Not  pious  life  ascetic, 

Nor  utter  creedless  doubt 
Can  bring  the  perfect  Eden, — 

Can  work  life's  problem  out. 

But  all  degrees  of  being 

In  body,  mind  and  heart. 
Which  God  hath  joined  together, 

L,et  no  man  dare  to  part. 
The  outward  and  the  inward, 

The  lowest  and  the  high, 
Combined  in  active  duty 

Make  perfect  harmony  ! 
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A/TYSTERIOUS   shadow,  grave  companion  of  the 
light, 

Twin  sister  and  co-artist  of  such  worth, 

That  in  his  pictures  of  the  sky  and  earth 
No  tint  is  found  from  earliest  dawn  to  night 
But  thou  with  him  dost  blend  it.     Fiercest  might 

Of  noonday  sun  but  deepens  thy  soft  grace  ; 

The  storm-cloud  and  the  tender  azure  space, 
The  greys  of  winter  time,  the  verdure  bright 

Of  spring,  and  autumn's  rich  embroidery. 

We  owe  to  playfulness  of  light  with  thee. 
Thy  fingers  branch  the  moonbeams  on  the  floor  ; 

Thy  robe  to  glistening  ocean  gives  its  hues  ; 

And  everywhere  thy  gentle  power  subdues 
The  brightness  that  would  blind,  wert  thou  no  more. 
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E  outlines  dark  of  glorious  Summer  forms, 
Ye  skeletons,  whose  leafy  flesh  is  dead, 
Your  weird  and  crooked  branches  overhead 

Stretch  forth  a  myriad  strings  for  winter  storms 
To  play  wild  music  on  with  unseen  hand. 
Ye  are  the  harps  and  viols  in  the  mighty  band, 

When  fitful  winds,  the  gabled  roofs  among, 

Their  hautboy  notes  of  wailing  tenor  blend 
With  whistling  treble  quivering  casements  lend, 
And  alto  from  the  pine  trees  as  they  bend, 

While  thunder  rolls  its  deep-toned  bass  along ! 

lyike  actors,  changing  tune  and  dress  with  play. 
Ye  every  winter  sing  of  glories  passed  away. 

Yet  every  spring  grow  young  and  change  both  garb 
and  lay. 
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Spring. 


"  lyrBLT  and  flow, 

Cold  white  snow  ; 
Sunshine,  bid  the  buds  unfold." 
So  whispers  in  a  south  wind  Spring's  sweet  voice  ! 
She  comes — fair  Queen, 
Pale-robed  in  green, 
Spangled  all  with  white  and  gold, 

To  mount  her  mossy  throne  ; 
Nor  Cometh  she  alone, — 
Attendant  choirs  of  amorous  birds  rejoice  ! 

Blue  skies,  red-blossomed  trees  and  lengthening 

hours. 
Sweet-briar  fragrance  and  the  warm  soft  showers 
Say  "  Winter's  reign  is  over, — He  is  dead, 
And  buried  in  the  swollen  river  bed  !  " 
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ZTbe  first  smell  of  Sweet:*Briar. 

May  1st,  1879. 


r\  PRECIOUS  promise  of  the  ripening  Summer- 
spring  ! 
Sweet  breath  of  that  new  life  which  wakes  the 

earth 
To  bud  and  bloom  in  richest  floral  worth, 
And    teem  with  myriad  forms  around  and  on  the 

wing ! 
I  welcome  thy  delicious  odour,  modest  thorn  ; 
My  heart  leaps  forth  to  meet  it,  passing  by 
Thy  hidden  bush,  as  from  thy  leaflets  fly 
Such  aromatic  greetings  on  this  May-day  morn  ! 
Sweet  smells  like  these  tempt  humming  bees  from 
hive, 
And,  like  the  first  faint  notes  of  distant  band, 
Lead  on  to  harmonies  of  perfumes  grand, 
When  balsam  poplars,  limes,  and  hawthorns  strive 
With  redolent  chorus  of  all  summer  flowers  to  sing 
In  fragrant  eloquence  the  praises  of  their  King  ! 
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Summer* 


T^9HAT  a  glorious  season  of  warmth  and  of  light 
Is  this  Midsummer  festival,  banishing  night ! 
See,  the  earth  wears  her  holiday  garment  of  bloom, 
Rejoicing  in  life,  with  no  shadow  of  gloom. 
Now  the  flower-loving  bees  in  the  clover  and  hay 
And  in  blossoming  trees  murmur  music  all  day  ; 
Now  orchards  are  heavy  with  still  swelling  loads  ; 
Now  toilers  leave  cities  for  cool,  shady  roads, 
Where  the  fragrance  of  golden-spray  lime  fills  the  air, 
And  swift  wheeling  swallows  find  bountiful  fare. 
The  thrush  and  the  lark  sing  till  eve  from  the  morn. 
And  the  nightingale  keeps  up  the  concert  till  dawn. 
Oh,  Summer  in  England  !  rich  Summer  so  bright, 
Say,  where  in  the  world  is  so  lovely  a  sight  ? 
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TxJOW  stealthily  o'er  hill  and    vale  ripe  Autumn 
throws 

Her  russet  robe  and  amber  colored  hood  ! 

Ere  yet  the  eye,  so  fresh  from  Spring,  accustomed 
grows 
To  summer  meadows  green  and  deep  rich  wood, 

See  hues  of  citron  touch  the  leaves  ; 

With  orange  crimson  interweaves, 

And  purpling  heather  veils  the  moor 

Where  tender  verdure  lay  before  ! 
This  beauteous,  world-wide,  living-dying  screen, 
O  God,  reveals  Thy  work  !  Thyself  unseen  ! 

May  not  Thy  changeful  pictures  show 

As  Spring  succeeds  to  Winter's  snow — 
May  not  dead  leaves  and  Autumn  tints  be  rife 
With  this  sweet  thought,  "  Death  is  the  Gate  of  Life  ?  " 


^ 


-^^ 

73  ♦ 


a  Sketcb, 


^ULTRY  heat,  with  yellow  glare  ; 

Distant  murmur  of  approaching  thunder ; 

Not  a  bird  seen  in  the  air  ; 
Tree  tops  motionless,  as  if  in  wonder  ! 
Dull  grey  clouds  with  eyes  of  greenish  blue, 
White  and  orange  flecks  behind  peep  through  ; 
Far-oif  voices — clear  as  close  at  hand  ; 
Miles  away  I  hear  the  marching  band. 

Hotter  and  darker  !     Now  big  drops  descend  ; 
Rush  of  a  tempest !     Elm  and  poplar  bend. 
All  in  an  instant — lightnings,  flash  on  flash  ; 
Terrific  thunders  break  and  rain  floods  dash. 
Moments  seem  ages. 

Filled  with  helpless  fear  ; 
(Be  kind  ye  sages  ! 
Pity  terror's  tear !) 
It  will  not  last — 
E'en  now  it  dies  upon  the  ear. 
The  storm  has  passed  ; 
The  air  refreshed — birds  sing  and  skies  are  clear ! 
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A/T  USING  and  dreaming  of  one  far  away  ? 
Open  eyes — seeing  not ! 
Open  ears — hearing  not ! 
Inwardly  communing  sadly  all  day? 

No,  lassie  ;  rue  not  so  ! 

Think  how  much  worse  a  woe 
Might  have  befallen  thy  lover  and  thee  ! 

Is  he  not  in  God's  care 

Every  hour — everywhere  ? 
Trust  Him  !  and  let  your  trust  practical  be  ! 

Some  daily  labor  find 

Blessing  both  heart  and  mind  ; 
Work  gives  a  power  to  dismiss  anxious  fear ; 
Usefulness  always  brings  angels  more  near  ! 
He,  thy  belov'd  one,  is  weaving  with  yours 
His  life  in  union  that  ever  endures  ! 
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"PALE  willow  !  emblem  of  a  sadden'd  life  ! 

Thy  drooping  leaf 
Yielding  to  every  wind — too  weak  for  strife 

Is  like  a  hopeless  grief 
Bereft  of  power  for  upward  look  ! 
Yet,  mirrowed  in  the  tarn  or  brook 

Beneath  thy  downcast  eyes, 

Are  there  not  oft  blue  skies 
By  day  and  stars  by  night  ? 

So,  willow,  thou  may'st  show 
The  mourner  there  is  light 

Even  below. 
Pointing  to  that  above  ! 
And  he  that  seeks  shall  find  its  source  is  Love  ! 
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•^HOU  of  the  angel-face  and  guileless  eye, 
lyips  where  a  smile  is  throned  constantly, 
And  voice  of  gentlest  tone, 
When  he  appears  whose  life  shall  blend  with  thine, 
When  thou  in  marriage  vow  shalt  call  him  "  mine," 
And  ye  shall  dwell  alone, 

Say,  shall  he  always  find 
When  he  from  cares  shall  come, 
These  proofs  of  placid  mind — 
Unruffled  brow  and  happy  face. 
Sweet  looks  and  words  to  bless  and  grace, 

And  welcome  him  to  home  ? 
Then  were  the  true  ideal  in  your  lives  expressed 
That  love  makes  home,  and  home  is  peace  and  rest ! 
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(No.  2.) 


/^  NOBLE  looking  youth,  whose  manly  frame 
Is  rife  with  early  vigour,  dauntless  aim, 
And  brightest  hope  and  trust ! 
In  golden  dreams  a  beauteous  form  appears  ; — 
Thy  dream  to-day  ;  thy  wife  in  few  short  years  ! 
If  e'er  the  fitful  gust 

Of  anger  sway  her  breast, 
Be  thine  the  gentle  art 

To  keep  thine  own  repressed  ! 
Bear  patiently  her  hasty  word. 
That  the  first  quarrel  be  deferred 

By  thy  forbearing  part. 
Till  ripened  love  and  wisdom  on  each  side 
Make  all  your  days  in  sweet  communion  glide  ! 
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"XJ^HAT  mighty  magic  fills  that  word  "Adieu," 
That  it  should  move  the  soul's  foundation, 
In  every  clime  and  every  nation, 
Hard  hearts  or  tender,  king  and  peasant  too  ; 
Not  one  but  must  obey 
Its  universal  sway. 

'Sp  ^  ?P  Vp 

I  stood  beside  a  vessel  near  the  sea, 

And  crowds  of  men  and  youths  and  women  there 
Were  uttering  this  little  word — this  prayer — 
By  signs  and  sounds  as  myriad  as  could  be. 

Some  laughed  aloud, 
Vainly  pretending  thus  to  hide  their  grief ! 

Some  with  heads  bowed 
And  covered  face  in  sobbing  found  relief. 
With  fixed  gaze 
And  lips  compressed, 
Some  struggled  with  the  pain  ; 
But  briny  haze 
And  heaving  breast 
Soon  showed  the  struggle  vain  ! 
Some  faces  wore  a  beaming,  radiant  smile  ; 
But  glistening  tears  bedewed  the  eyes  the  while  !  1 
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Most  bitter  was  the  sight 
Of  little  ones,  who  care  not  what  men  think ; 
For  who  could  offer  cup  of  comfort's  drink 

To  their  sad  plight  ? 
Ah  me !  to  part  with  one  that  love  calls  mine, 

E'en  though  we  pray  a  Dieu  ! 
How  small  our  trust  in  I,ove  and  Power  Divine 

When  dear  ones  pass  from  view  ! 
And  yet  to  each  at  times  the  trial's  given 

To  say  "  Thy  will  be  done  :  " 
Let   each,  when  uttering  "adieu,"  so  trust    in 
heaven 

As  to  bid  grief  be  gone  ! 
*  *  *  * 

The  ship  sailed  forth  ;  the  busy  quay  was  cleared  ; 
But,  day  by  day,  the  like  sad  crowd  appeared  ! 
I  almost  wept 
As  home  I  crept 
To  think  how  few  of  these  will  cast  their  care  on  God  ; 
How  few,  in  meek  submission  bow  before  the  rod. 
Yet  Time  will  fan  to  sleep  with  his  soft  wings 
All  those  to  whom  sweet  faith  no  comfort  brings. 
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'BxxQincQB  lburri?*'Morr^. 


Q  THOU  curse  of  modern  life, 

Son  of  selfish  greed  ! 
Born  of  haggard  mothes  Strife — 

Thorough  evil  breed  ;    * 
Ever  restless  night  and  day, 

With  weary,  watching  eyes, 
Aching  head,  and  young  hair  grey, 
What  can  be  the  prize 
Sought  for. 
Fought  for 
In  this  soul-devouring  fray  ? 

Worry's  victim  !  rest  and  ease, 

Even  homely  joys 
Thou  forsakest !  nought  can  please 

Thee  but  city  noise. 
Ever  on  the  troubled  move. 

With  scarcely  time  to  eat ; 
Eager  in  the  well-worn  groove  ; 

Through  the  busy  street 
Driving, 
Striving 
After  what  must  ashes  prove  ! 

Steam  and  telegraphic  wire 

Work  thy  anxious  will ; 
Earth,  and  air,  and  sea,  and  fire 

Serve  thee  in  thy  mill  !  ^ 
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Leisure  is  to  thee  but  pain, 

Since  for  love  of  gold 

Fame  or  power  or  glory  vain 

All  thy  life  is  sold  ! 

Hurry, 

Worry — 

What  a  fee  for  such  a  gain  ! 

Neither  taste  nor  time  hast  thou 

For  a  heavenward  thought ; 
Never  does  thy  proud  head  bow 

Prayerfully  for  aught ! 
Worship?     "  Yes,  another  day." 

Bible?     "Never  read." 
Pious  debts  ?     "  Ah,  those  I'll  pay 

After  I  am  dead." 
Gladly, 
Madly 
Dost  thou  drive  such  thoughts  away ! 

Night  will  come — who  knows  how  soon  ? 

When  thy  strength  must  fail ; 
Day  with  thee  is  past  its  noon 

And  thy  cheek  is  pale  ; 
Eyesight  dim  and  catching  breath. 

With  warning  pain  at  heart — 
lyisten  to  what  conscience  saith. 

Now,  before  the  smart, 
Fearful, 
Tearful, 
Hurries  thee  to  sudden  death  ! 

4J. 
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IRicbarD  an&  (Beorge  ^ang^^' 


P?  IGHT  worthy  citizens  of  this  good  old  town, 

Right  worthy  of  your  world-wide  high  renown ! 
For  modest  merit  and  domestic  worth, 
For  truth  and  honour,  all  too  rare  on  earth, 

God  bless  you  both  ! 

For  showing  how  good  men  of  unknown  name 
By  industry  and  skill  can  rise  to  fame, 
And  on  their  path  can  transform  engine  sounds 
To  music, — dingy  shops  to  pleasure  grounds, 

God  bless  you  both  ! 

For  your  ten  thousand  private  deeds  of  love 
Untrumpeted,  unknown — except  above  ; 
For  public  gifts  of  such  munificence 
As  raise  our  town  to  envied  eminence, 

God  bless  you  both  ! 

God  bless  you  both  as  you  have  sought  to  bless 
Your  fellow  men  !     He  surely  cannot  less  ! 
In  health,  in  home,  in  treasury  and  store. 
In  peace  and  joy,  both  now  and  evermore, 

God  bless  you  both  ! 

Birmingham,  Christmas,  1S81. 
4^  'Pronounced  Tang-gee.  ^ 
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36aac  Pitman, 

Inventor  of  Phonography  and  Phonotypy. 


fk  -J' 


A/T  Y  thoughts  are  floating  down  the  stream  of  Time; 

My  fancy  seems  to  listen  to  the  chime 
Of  bells,  yet  voiceless,  but  whose  music  may 
Charm  myriad  ears  in  some  far  distant  day. 

And  so  I  offer  my  prophetic  rhyme 
To  one  whose  name  will  then,  in  every  clime. 
Among  earth's  benefactors  be  confessed 
If  not  the  greatest,  yet  among  the  best ! 

As  yet  not  half  a  century  has  flown 

Since  Isaac  Pitman,  young  and  all  unknown, 

Saw  truths  that,  practised  well,  would  speed  the  pen 

And  save  whole  years  of  dull  school  life  to  men. 

He  saw — and  from  the  first  his  eagle  eye 
Swept  through  the  ages — sure  as  prophecy  ! 
He  knew  that  i/ie?t  and  so  through  him  was  given 
For  all  mankind  a  blessed  gift  from  heaven. 

With  steady  purpose  now  his  life  he  laid 

Upon  the  altar  of  this  strange  new  trade  ! 

To  perfect  and  to  spread  it,  at  God's  call 

He  gave  his  time,  his  strength,  his  income — all !  ^ 

Til 
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No  labour  too  severe,  no  task  too  hard, 

Of  every  pleasure  but  his  work  debarred  ; 

No  strain  too  long,  no  sacrifice  too  great, 

With  faith  undimmed  he  practised  "  work  and  wait." 

With  lion's  courage,  yet  with  lamb-like  mien, 
He  bore  the  ridicule,  the  wrongs,  the  spleen 
That  such  forerunners  in  the  glorious  race 
Have  ever  suffered  and  must  ever  face. 

Now,  after  "  forty  years  "  of  pilgrimage. 

His  locks  grown  grey,  his  visage  like  a  sage, 

He  sees  from  mountain  top  (words  scarcely  strained) 

The  old  world  conquered  and  the  new  world  gained. 

He  sees  new  generations  round  him  crowd, 
And  hears  their  grateful  plaudits,  growing  loud 
And  louder  as  the  millions  of  our  youth 
Find  out  the  blessings  of  phonetic  truth. 

But  when  their  children's  sons  have  grown  to  men, 
I     And  onward  in  the  ages  after  then, 
!     Amongst  those  written  on  the  scroll  of  fame 
.     In  golden  letters  shall  be  Pitman's  name. 
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pRETTY,  lowly  pansy, 

Blooming  near  the  ground, 
Bordering  with  beauty 

All  my  garden  round  ; 
With  thy  wealth  of  colours. 

Rosy  tinted  blues — 
Purple,  white  and  golden — 

Dappled  of  all  hues. 
And  thy  modest  fragrance 

Unperceived  till  sought, 
Just  like  humble  merit, 

Often  counted  nought. 

Well  do  I  remember. 

Though  long  years  have  flown, 
Wandering  in  the  garden, 

She  and  I  alone, — 
She  and  I  together 

Walking  hand  in  hand. 
In  the  summer  evening 

Earth  seemed  fairy-land ! 
Softest  skies  above  us. 

Beauty  all  around. 
While  another  heaven 

Seemed  the  very  ground. 
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Shone  its  spangled  flowers 

Starlike  at  our  feet, 
Gems  in  sky  of  verdure 

Stretching  out  to  meet 
Clouds  of  upper  glories 

Blending  in  one  whole, 
Softly  and  all  dreamlike 

To  my  youthful  soul. 
Thus  we  wandered,  wooing, 

Full  of  lovers'  bliss  ; 
Love  that  has  but  deepen'd 

From  that  hour  to  this  ! 

As  we  commun'd  sweetly 

In  that  far-off  hour, 
Whispered  she  the  message 

Of  her  chosen  flower  ; 
How  it  asks  iox  pensccs — 

Pensecs  night  and  day ; 
Thoughts  of  true  affection 

For  the  one  away, — 
Thoughts  all  bright  though  varied, 

lyike  its  varied  hues, — 
Thoughts  perfumed  with  fragrance 

Such  as  love  endues. 
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There  beneath  the  gloaming 

Our  first  vows  were  laid 
On  a  floral  altar 

Of  sweet  pansies  made. 
Just  a  little  handful, 

Held  by  hers  in  mine, 
Was  our  pledge  and  token, 

Was  our  simple  shrine  ; 
And  while  life  continues 

Here,  or  there  above. 
Ever  and  for  ever 

I  will  "  think  "  and  "  love. 

Oft  when  I  am  mu.sing 

Of  the  life  to  come, 
Of  our  sweet  re-union 

In  the  heavenly  home, 
Pansies  fringe  my  vision, 

Glowing,  living,  bright ; 
Such  as  only  flourish 

In  the  land  of  light. 
And  I  will  not  doubt  it. 

On  that  angel  ground 
'Mong  its  fadeless  flowers 

Pansies  will  be  found. 
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S)cMcattou  of  Second  IDolumc. 


TV  H  !  deem  it  not  presuniptous  that  I 

Thus  dedicate  the  book  to  one  most  dear, 
Who,  years  ago,  by  death  upraised  from  here, 
Is  now  invisible  to  mortal  eye  ! 
Can  I  forget  that  inward  tender  tie  ? 

No  !  for  she  lives,  she  loves — is  ever  near 
As  thought  to  thought,  or  love  to  love  is  clear ; 
An  active  presence  that  can  never  die  ! 
Therefore,  to  thee,  my  Wife,  I  give  these  lines 

(Or  serious  or  gay,  for  child*  or  sage) ; 
The  good  they  purpose,  though  it  feebly  shines, 
Is  seen  by  thee,  and  will  thine  aid  engage  ! 
lyCt  friends  accept  the  thought,  and  dwell  within 

its  sphere ; 
To  me  'tis  truth  itself, — a  blessed  faith  sincere ! 


*The  first  edition  contained  a  number  of  "  Riddle  Rhymes  "  for 
*  children,  omitted  here.  ^' 
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(HORACE,  aged  Six  Months,  died  suddenly.) 


T 


HE  wliite-winged  messenger  of  heaven  was  sent 
To  carry  back  a  gem  the  lyORD  had  lent. 


(O  that  we  had  but  earlier,  wiselj-  known 
The  darling  boy  was  His,  and  not  our  own  ; 
E'en  though  the  thought  had  been  to  us  alloy 
Commingling  with  the  golden  six  months'  joy  ! 

He  found  him  on  a  summer's  afternoon. 
So  beautiful,  so  passing  fair,  that  soon 
Each,  looking  in  the  other's  smiling  face, 
Sprang  lovingly  to  mutual  soft  embrace. 

One  moment  ere  the  downy  pinions  rose — 
One  look,  one  kiss — and  now  his  eyelids  close. 

Like  sculptured  ivory  the  lovely  body  lay, 

But  Horace,  with  the  gentle  angel,  passed  away. 
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**Xuy  in  ZTenebris/' 


(A  Picture  by  Sir  Noel  Paton,  R.S.A.,  LL.D.) 


This  wonderful  picture  suggests  to  me  rather  difTerent  ideas  of  the  painter's 
meaning  from  any  I  have  heard  expressed.  The  fear  of  death  is  universal.  It 
is  natural  to  humanity,  and  only  the  Lord,  by  spiritual  considerations,  can  free 
us  from  it.  Nor  is  it  overcome  by  any  one  at  once.  The  brightest  trust  in 
the  Lord  is  tried  by  many  deep  doubts,  even  until  the  last. 

The  painter  has  chosen  the  moment  when  this  dread  fear  is  beginning  to  pass 
away  for  ever.  The  tried  soul,  just  entering  into  the  vale  "  which  us  from  life 
doth  sever,''  is  represented  with  the  lips  open,  and  the  next  moment  the  whole 
aspect  will  be  changed  into  joyful  exultation. 


Q  DEATH  !  Thy  terrors  fill  ray  passing  soul 
With  agony  of  fear  !  What  is  my  goal  ? 

How  shall  I  tread  the  valley  all  alone  ? 
But  see  !  One  beckons  me  and  says,  "Be  not  afraid; " 

'Tis  the  Good  Shepherd  !     Oh  that  I  had  known  ! 
Yet,  shall  I — dare  I — trust  Him  through  the  shade  ? 

With  infinite  compassion,  drawing  near 

And  closer  still,  He  takes  my  trembling  hand  ; 
Now,  clasping  His  with  new-born  faith  I  stand  ; 

He  looks  into  my  face  ; — my  way  is  clear  ! 

His  loving  presence  and  His  touch  Divine 
Are  life  eternal,  and  that  life  is  mine  ! 
My  Lord,  my  Saviour  !     Now  all  fear  is  flown  ; 
I     Thou  art  my  light  in  darkness  ; — Thou  alone  ! 

^. v^ 
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TxT  OW  often  does  the  thought  of  death  arise, 

And,  spectre-like,  our  troubled  steps  attend, 
As  't  were  a  foe  !    But,  when  perceived  as  friend 
And  welcomed  so,  ah,  then  with  glad  surprise 
His  aspect  changes  into  such  sweet  guise 

As  those  may  wear  who  greet  us  when  we  wake 
From  his  dark  slumber,  where  the  light  shall  break 
In  pure  angelic  visions  on  our  eyes. 

If  we  could  care  enough  for  heavenly  things. 

The  thought  of  death  we  need  not  fear  nor  shun  ; 
But  just  as  sleep  invites  the  weary  one, — 

As  calm,  the  sailor  tossed  by  tempest  wings, — 
So  bright  the  view  of  death  to  him  should  be 
Who  sees  beyond  its  shadow  life's  reality. 
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3n  nDcmoriam. 

i?£F.   JONATHAN  BAY  LEY.   M.A.,   Ph.D. 
Died  May  12th,  1886;  Aged  76. 


TV  H  !  how  shall  mortal  fitly  sing  his  praise, 

Or  shadow  forth  the  greatness  of  his  soul  ? 
He  who  has  passed  away,  so  full  of  days, — 
No  longer  answering  to  our  muster-roll ! 

He,  the  lov'd  pastor,  preacher,  faithful  friend. 
The  lamb-like  champion  with  a  lion's  heart. 

Who  with  the  wisest,  gentlest  touch  could  bend 
And  win  men  over  to  the  "  better  part." 

With  pen  or  voice,  sweet  smile  and  earnest  tone, 
With  tear  of  sympathy,  or  guiding  counsel  wise, 

He  cheered  the  drooping,  urged  the  wavering  on, 
Confirmed  the  weak,  and  bade  the  fallen  rise. 

His  words  distilled  the  morning  dew  of  peace, 
Or  shed  refreshing  showers  on  thirsty  ground ; 

His  radiant  presence  caused  despair  to  cease. 
Like    sunshine    bursting    through    the    gloom 
profound. 

A  child  with  children  ;  sage  among  the  sage ; 

A  hero — almost  idol — to  the  young  ; 
A  confidant,  who  kept  the  secret  page 

For  ever  hidden, — master  of  his  tongue  ! 
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He  was  a  tower  of  strength  to  all  around  ; 

Nor  did  lie  draw  that  strength  from  human  source; 
No  !  in  the  IvORD  alone  supplies  he  found 

By  constant  prayer, — his  first  and  last  resource  ! 

Did  he  but  hear  the  Master's  inward  call, 

"  Go  seek  that  sheep  !  "  though  flesh  might  crave 
for  rest, 

He  rose  at  once,  triumphant  over  all ; 

Nor  storm,  nor  weariness  delayed  the  quest. 

The  armoury  Divine  right  well  he  knew, — 
Each  weapon  with  its  proper  use  and  place, — 

And  daily  entering  there,  came  out  anew 

Equipped,  and  fully  armed  by  heavenly  grace. 

The  WOKD  was  "  very  nigh  to  him  ;  yea,  in 
His  mouth  and  in  his  heart  "  a  constant  joy  ! 

His  life — one  ceaseless  effort  against  sin — 
Was  pure  as  precious  gold  without  alloy. 

And  as  he  lived,  just  so  he  calmly  died  ! 

Heaven  rolled  the  clouds  away,  and  to  his  sight 
Unveiled  its  glories,  bidding  him  abide 

Close  to  his  Saviour,  ever  in  His  light ! 


A, 


^,3  >^ 


-*>' 


<P  94  ^ 


precious  ZTimc. 


T^}HY  should  we  wish  for  our  life  to  fly  rapidly  past  ? 

Surely  the  longest  is  short  enough, — too  short 

at  last  ! 

Is  there  not  daily  some  duty,  some  work  left  undone  ? 

'•  Wanting  but  time," — so  we  say ;  yet  we  wish  the 

day  gone ! 

Precious  be  moments, — be  words, — even  glimpses  of 

thought ; 
Each  hath  its  mission  of  usefulness,  if  it  be  sought ! 
Why  do  we  waste,  then,  our  God-given  talent  of  time  ? 
Blessed  is  he  who  by  use  makes  each  moment  sublime. 
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/^NWARD  and  onward  and  onward  for  ever 

Floweth  Life's  river, 
Coming  and  glancing  and  passing  :  who  knoweth 

Whither  it  goeth  ? 
Where  is  the  spring  of  its  marvellous  fountain  ? 

Up  on  what  mountain  ? 

Wonderful  lamp  of  life  !     How  was  it  lighted  ? 

Say,  ye  clear-sighted  ! 
Will  it,  oh,  will  it  continue  undying, 

Our  death  defying  ? 
Ever  and  ever  in  brilliance  increasing  ? 

Or,  is  it  ceasing  ? 

"Ah,"  say  the  cunning  ones — deaf  to  God's  warning, 

Proud  of  their  scorning — 
"  I^ook  not  upon  it  as  more  of  a  mystery 

Than  a  leafs  history  ; 
Nature's  development,  coming  unbidden. 

Its  first  cause  all  hidden." 


*" 

?/ 


96 


"Spark  of  life,  struck  by  unknown  atoms  acting, 

(Reason  distracting  !) 
Born  in  the  darkness  ;  a  brief  moment  burning  ; 

To  darkness  returning. 
This  is  the  end,  both  of  all  Nature's  showing 

And  possible  knowing." 

"  Not  so  !  ah,  not  so  !  "  a  Voice  saith  within  me  : 

"  God's  life  is  in  thee." 
This  is  the  message  the  lyORD  of  Life  giveth 

To  each  soul  that  liveth  ; 
This  is  the  lesson  on  each  atom  printed 

With  His  image  minted, — 

"There  is  a  God,  the  One  only  Creator, 

The  All-Animator ; 
From  Him  the  light  of  life  ever  goeth, — 

Life's  river  floweth : 
In  Him  the  spring  of  its  wonderful  fountain. 

On  His  Love's  mountain  !  " 
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(Maggie  Lowe,  March  26th,  1885,  Agtd  18. J 
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"S^HE  passed  away"  just  when  the  Spring's   soft 
breath 
Began  to  waken  Earth  from  wintry  Death : 
Just  when  the  first  pale  blossoms  of  the  year 
Gave  prophecy  of  Summer  drawing  near ! 

She  passed  away  to  clearer,  brighter  skies 
Than  ever  here  could  gladden  her  sweet  eyes : 
To  softer  airs  and  richer  wealth  of  bloom 
Than  can  be  known,  except  beyond  the  tomb. 

We  say  "  she  passed  away  !  "    Yet  with  us  still 
Her  gentle  tones  and  loving  graces  fill 
All  hearts  that  knew  her  with  undying  joy, 
With  golden  Faith  too  pure  for  sad  alloy. 

Yes,  "  passed  away  ;  "  but  soon  to  meet  again 
Where  cometh  no  more  sorrow,  no  more  pain ! 
Where  everlasting  loves  our  youth  renew, 
And  friends  can  never  have  to  say  "Adieu  !  " 

Just  "  gone  before,"  and  beckoning  us  to  meet 

In  flowery  meadows  where  no  storms  can  beat. 

No  trees  be  leafless,  and  no  Winter  come  ; 

In  that  perennial  Spring — our  Father's  home  !  4. 
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®n  Comino  of  Hge. 


(-rO-DAY  I  number  birthdays  twenty-one ; 

Begin  the  mystic  three  times  seventh  year, 

And  am  by  law  a  man — my  father's  peer, 
While  still  his  loving  and  devoted  son. 
And  yet  I  feel  no  conscious  change  begun  ; 

I  crossed  the  Rubicon  without  a  fear ; 

I  felt  no  thrill  of  joy  ;  I  shed  no  tear : 
So  calmly  doth  the  stream  of  being  run. 

Yet  this  new  dignity  must  needs  demand 
New  thoughts,  new  aspirations,  nobler  life. 
For  these,  God  helping  me,  I'll  toil ;  do  all  I  can 
To  realise  ideals  dim,  but  grand  ; 

If  that  by  effort,  culture,  needful  strife, 
I  may  but  reach  the  measure  of  an  Angel-man  ! 
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TY    CHII^D'S   sweet  kiss!     The  quick,  warm, 

close  embrace, 
The  radiant  eye,  and  beauteous  beaming  face, 
The    loving    words,    "  Good    morning,    mother, 

dear ! " 
So  full  of  music,  deep  and  soft  and  clear ; — 
Is  it  not  heaven  itself  that  lives  and  shines  in  this  ? 
Can  heaven  itself  be  purer  than  a  child's  sweet  kiss  ? 

"Their  angels  do  indeed  behold  the  face 
Of  God  Himself," — live  fully  in  His  grace  ! 
Theirs  is  the  "perfect  love  that  casts  out  fear" 
The  hundred  year  old  Christian  but  draws  near. 
Yes,  it   is    heaven   itself  that  gives   and   shines   in 

this,— 
The  innocence  and  rapture  of  a  child's  sweet  kiss ! 
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MebMitG  IRinos, 


1s^  ARROW  thread  of  finest  gold, 
^         What  doth  not  thy  circle  hold  ! 
Two  worlds  seem  to  intertwine 
In  that  magic  space  of  thine. 

Soul  and  body,  mind  and  flesh 
Mingle  in  its  tiny  mesh  ; 
Emblem  of  creation's  whole, 
God  and  self  at  either  pole  ! 

Every  well-worn  wedding  ring 
Hath  its  own  romance  to  bring  ; 
History  able  to  create 
Warmest  love,  or  deepest  hate. 

Most  could  tell  a  tale  of  strife ; 
Some  but  brief,  some  long  as  life  ; 
Few  but  knew  some  gloomy  hour. 
Sudden  cloud  or  tempest  shower. 

This  one  was  in  fifteen  years 

Furrowed  deep  with  grief  and  tears  ; 

Wealth  and  outward  comfort !     Yes, 

But  no  love,  no  tenderness.  ^ 

^%^ ■ ^<*  ^ 
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Some  of  bitter  things  could  tell 
Down  in  depths  of  social  hell ; 
Entered  spite  of  truth  and  sense, 
Not  by  marriage  consequence. 

But  not  all  would  thus  be  sad, 
Some  would  speak  in  accents  glad ; 
Thankful  both  to  God  and  man 
For  the  blessed  marriage  plan. 

From  by  far  the  greater  share 
Come  sweet  messages,  that  bear 
Holy  thoughts,  and  cause  to  rise 
Crowds  of  golden  memories. 

One  that  looks  quite  new  is  here ; 
This  was  worn  but  just  a  year  ! 
Maiden,  wife,  and  mother  met 
In  that  twelvemonth's  rise  and  set. 

Oh,  how  many  more  like  this ! 
Yet  they  count  one  year  of  bliss 
Better  far  thus  lived  and  known 
Than  a  century  alone. 

One  is  here  so  worn  and  thin  ! 
Great  the  victory  this  did  win. 
I^abour  heavy,  wages  small ; 
Yet  a  happy  life  withal. 

lyook  at  this  one  :  smooth  and  bright 
4V  As  when  first  it  met  her  sight ;  d^ 


Peacefully  has  this  been  worn 
Since  the  bridal  vow  was  sworn. 

Here  is  one  of  threescore  ten  ; 
Far  more  precious  now  than  then  ; 
Having  welcomed  through  its  door 
Happy  generations  four. 

Here  another,  strong  and  wide, 
With  a  "posy"  verse  inside. 
"True  till  death  shall  take  my  breath," 
True  he  was,  as  Posy  saith  ! 

Wedding  songs  that  here  begin 
Must  some  discord  have  from  sin  ; 
But  they  grow  more  rich  and  sweet 
As  the  two  worlds  nearer  meet. 

Songs  of  rapture  some  have  heard, 
Thrills  of  joy  in  whisper'd  word, 
Bliss  for  utterance  too  deep. 
Bliss  the  heart  must  secret  keep  ! 

Is  it  utterly  beyond 
Possibilities  profound 
That  a  charmed  touch  shall  dwell 
In  a  thing  we  love  so  well  ? 

Ancient  lore  and  poet's  dream 
May  yet  prove  the  truth  they  seem  ! 
"  Heaven  and  earth  cannot  all  be 

i  Read  by  our  philosophy." 

s^«  .,.   »^ 
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This,  ah  !  this,  by  strange  conceit. 
Mother,  daughter,  grandchild  sweet, 
Each  the  same  in  reverence  wore. 
And  a  charm  it  surely  bore. 

This,  upon  the  husband's  hand, 
lyike  a  talismanic  band, 
Many  a  year  brought  memories  blest 
After  she  had  gone  to  rest. 

Yes,  he  felt  the  love  was  there, 
So  its  emblem  he  would  wear  ; 
Mystic  bond  of  married  minds, 
Heart  to  heart  that  ever  binds. 

Whence  this  untaught  inborn  creed  ? 
Whence  ?  but  from  our  nature's  need  ! 
Holding  that  where  love  is  true, 
Perfect  union  must  ensue. 

Surely  souls  from  birth  are  bent 
Each  to  each  in  complement ! 
Is  it  not  God's  blessed  plan 
That  such  pairs  are  perfect  Man  ? 

So  true  marriage  shall  endure 
lyong  as  heavenly  love  is  sure  ; 
Ne'er  can  all  its  tale  be  told. 
Circled  in  eternal  gold  ! 


<* 
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(  Written  for  a  young  f fiend,  whose  names  had  these  letters  for  initials.) 


7Y  MO — I  love  ;  " — most  blessed  thing  to  say  ! 
Grant,  Heavenly  Father,  that  I  never  may 
By  word  or  deed 
Cause  hearts  to  bleed, 
For  want  of  this  sweet  spirit,  praised  to-day  ! 
"  Amo  "  my  name  ;  be  it  my  nature,  too  ! 
So  let  my  name  be  wrought  in  all  I  do, 
Like  warp  of  gold. 
Silk  weft  to  hold, 
A  rich  life-robe  of  love  and  lustre  through  ! 
"Amo"  without,  and  "Amo"  true  within; 
Free  as  a  bird,  and  gay,  yet  without  sin  ; 
Each  duty  loved  ;  each  self-denial  borne  ; 
lyCt  "  Amo  "  this  life  and  the  next  adorn  ! 


9  105  f 


IReverie, 


T  SAT  oue  evening,  pensively,  an  idle  hour  alone"; 
A  veil  of  sleepless  quietude  was  o'er  my  senses 
thrown  ; 

The  sun  was  set,  the  sky  grew  dim,  the  young  moon 
following  on  ; 

While  slowly  from  the  deep  blue  vault  the  stars  came 
one  by  one. 

I  heard  the  children  out-of-doors, — the  bark  of  rest- 
less hound  ; 

Yet  neither  sight  nor  voices  seemed  a  real  sight  or 
sound. 

And  there,  although  before   mine   eyes   no   written 

page  or  book 
Was  present ;  yet,  with  steady  gaze  and  fascinated 

look, 
I  read  the  page  of  memory — the   crowded   ancient 

lines — 
The    life-long    record,    made    and   stored  in   secret 

mental  mines. 
I  saw  my  pictured  history,  all  pageant-like,  appear 
And  pass,  as  on  a  magic  stage,  or  seen  in  mirror  clear. 

Nor  passed  it  silently :  I  heard  each  laughing  chime 
^  that  rung ;  4 

^ ,. ,  ^ 
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Forgotten  words  remembered  were ;  forgotten  songs     ! 

were  sung ; 
A  thousand  voices,  long,  long  still,  all  came  to  life 

again, — 
Not  all  in  peace  and  love,  but  some  that  sobbed  with 

grief  and  pain. 
My  early  home,  my  shaded   eyes,  and  sorrows  not 

a  few. 
Soothed   by  a  tender  mother's   care,  all  passed  in 

rapid  view. 

I  heard  her  jest  to  banish  tears ;  I  saw  her  beam- 
ing face. 

And  nestled  like  a  babe  again  within  her  warm 
embrace  ; 

The  merry  meal  times,  when  young  wit  shot  freely 
all  its  shafts ; 

The  hidden  book-lore,  at  whose  springs  I  drank  for- 
bidden draughts  ; 

My  brothers,  sisters,  schoolmates,  all  we<re  talking, 
playing  there ; 

I  lived  my  dreary  Sundays  o'er,  and  said  my  evening 
prayer. 

I  know  not  how  the  seasons  changed ;  they  came, 

they  passed  away ; 
Yet,  altogether,  years  on  years  seemed  but  a  single 

day. 
On  wondrous  wheels  of    lightning  speed  my  rapid 

reading  ran ; 
^      So  smoothly  sped  my  life  along,  right  onward  up  to 

^  ^  ■ ^  *  gS 
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Ah,  me  !  if  I  could  only  close  my  memory's  record 

here, 
And  blot  out  pages  dark  and  sad  of  many  a  following 

year! 

'Tis  not  an  idle  fancy  that  a  man  lives  ages  seven  ! 
I  was  another  being  then,  and  less  akin  to  heaven  ; 
For  lower  depths  were  opened  up  in  selfhood's  living 

core 
Than  I  had  known  of  in  myself,  or  even  dreamed 

before. 
I  saw  tumultuous  passions  rise,  defying  all  control ; — 
I  traced  their  course  in  fiery  lines  that  burnt  into  my 

soul. 

I   saw  myself  on    Ruin's  steep,   and  sliding  swiftly 

down ; 
I  lived  each  awful  scene  again,  like  those  who  seem 

to  drown  ! 
But,  thanks  and  praise  to  Love  Divine !  another  age 

was  gained, 
And,   ere  my   record   ran  to   end,    a  happier   page 

remained. 
The  horror  ceased  ;  the  terror  passed  ;  the  light  and 

peace  of  morn 
Came  back  again,  though  differently,  as  when  a  year 

is  born. 

Some  footstep  roused  me,  and  the  sound  of  loving 

voices  broke 
My  reverie  !     I  sighed,  and  looked,  as  if  from  sleep 
*  awoke ! 

&0 -^  ^i 
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But  sleep  hath  not  a  dream  like  this, — so  consequent, 

so  true : 
It  was  not  sleep,  but  memory's  book  thus  opened  to 

my  view  ! 
And  now,   when  tracing  o'er  again  the   impress  of 

that  hour, 
I  seem  to  feel  what  "judgment"  means,  and  realize 

its  power. 

For  I  have  heard  the  better  creed :  so  good  it  seems, 

though  new ; — 
A  terror  only  to  the  vile  ;— so  fair,  it  must  be  true  ;— 
That  not  a  word,   a  thought  or  deed,  from  youth  to 

latest  breath, 
But  leaves  its  record  in  the  soul,   for  verdict  after 

death  ; — 

A    verdict,— one    with    life    itself,    that    none     can 

disavow ; 
For  each  will  see  his  inmost  state  more  clearly  far 

than  now. 

Thus   Truth   will  be  our  only  judge, — the   light  of 

Truth  Divine,— 
The  all-revealing  light  that  on  our  Book  of  Life  will 

shine  ; 
For  every  page  will  there  be  shown  in  vivid  living 

state, 
As  acted  o'er  again,  to  try  our  real  love  or  hate. 
And  if,  in  that  complete  review,  the  good,  the  true, 

the  pure,  I 

>^      Be  manifestly  loved  by  us,  then  heavenly  bliss  is  sure  !    i 
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ITbouobts  in  trouble. 

"  God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in 
trouble." — Psalm  xlvi.  i. 


T^  EVER  more  near  than  when  most  sought ; 
^         Never  so  close  as  when  the  thought  — 
"  Why  hast  Thou  left  me  ?  "—wrings  the  soul, 
Fearful  of  losing  Thy  control. 

Never  more  tender  than  in  pain  ; 
Never  so  loving  as  when  fain 
To  cleanse  us — even  though  by  fire, 
Thoroughly  from  each  low  desire. 

Never  more  bright  than  when  Thy  face 
Is  hid  by  clouds  of  our  disgrace  ; 
Stronger,  the  more  Thine  arm  we  trust ; 
Kindest  when  seeming  less  than  just. 

Burneth  Thy  love  the  same— refused, 
Foolishly  slighted,  scorned,  abused  ; 
Deeply  though  we  Thy  Spirit  grieve, 
"Seventy  times  seven  "  wilt  Thou  forgive  ! 

Seek  Thee  I  will,  and  closer  keep  ; 

Trust  Thee  in  trouble  as  in  sleep  ; 

Find  Thee,  in  spite  of  clouds  between  ; 

Fear  Thee,  yet  on  Thy  mercy  lean.  ^ 


—^  ft 
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Turn  to  Thee  more  the  more  my  foes 
Threaten  and  strive  to  interpose ; 
Refuge  and  strong  Deliverer  Thou  ! — 
Helper  of  old — so  present  now  ! 

Clinging  to  Thine  unfailing  love, 
How  can  I  fail  its  bliss  to  prove  ? 
Marching  in  Thy  victorious  strength,- 
Victory's  mine  and  heaven  at  length. 


3n  fIDemoriam. 

(W.  B.,  died  June  6th.  1884,  aged  61). 


T 


HOU  saidst,  "  How  short  his  life— but  three-score 


years !  " 


My  friend,  thou  art  in  error  ;  measure  not 
A  life  like  his  by  seasons  !     'Twas  his  lot 
'Mid  storm  and  sunshine,  joys  and  bitter  tears, 
To  work  unceasing,  almost  day  and  night. 

His  busy  brain  and  hands  and  ready  tongue 
Scarce  knew    repose ; — too  oft   the   thought   he 
flung 
Away  with  laughter !     His  was  one  long  fight 
With  difficulties  many  dared  not  meet. 
In  east  or  west,  in  north  or  burning  south 

He  triumphed  in  so  much  that,  as  he  wrought, 
Rich  blessings  to  mankind  sprang  where  his  feet 
Had  trod  ;  while  wisdom  blossomed  from  his  mouth ! 
4  And  shall  we  say  of  such  "  His  life  was  short  ?  "       <!> 

f^h^ ■ ■<?  j| 
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temptation  anb  ^rtumpb, 

'  Weeping    may   endure  for  a    night,   but  joy   cometh   in  the 
morning." — Psalm  xxx.  5. 


l^ 


Must  all  my  life,  then,  be  but  trouble  here? 
Each  day  new  sorrow?  every  hour  a  tear? 
Is  there  no  comfort,  then,  but  hope  of  death  ? — 
Shall  strife  and  conflict  cease  but  with  my  breath  ? 

Away,  ye  doubts,  alluring  to  despair  ! — 
Begone,  and  let  me  lift  mine  eyes  in  prayer ! 
I  cry  to  Thee,  my  God  ;  I  trust  Thy  grace  ; 
Roll  back  the  clouds,  O  L,ord,  that  hide  Thy  face. 

Lo  !  now  a  vision  in  my  midnight  sky  ! 
Hark  !  songs  of  peace  descending  from  on  high  ! 
The  darkness  passes,  and  the  hopeful  morn 
In  tender  faith  and  cheering  love  is  born. 

Those  frowning  hills  I  feared  now  radiant  glow ; 
My  pathway  clears  ;  the  gloomy  valleys  glow ! 
O,  wondrous  change  !  my  cross,  before  in  view, 
Is  now  behind,  and  crowned  with  glory  too  ! 

The  sun  has  risen  with  healing  in  his  wings ; 

From  ashes,  Beauty  ;  Joy  from  mourning  springs ; 

The  joy  of  sweetest  trust  in  Thee,  O  Lord  ; 

The  beauty  of  the  glory  of  Thy  Word  !  ^ 
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Ah  !  now  I  feel  my  Father  knows  what's  best ; 
His  loving  arm  will  guard  me  from  the  rest : 
My  everlasting  good  His  care  He  makes, 
While  gently  every  earth-born  snare  He  breaks. 

Take  courage,  then,  my  soul,  maintain  the  fight ; 
Wait  patiently  for  Him  who  is  thy  light 
And  thy  salvation  too.     The  strife  shall  cease 
When  thou  art  ready  to  receive  His  peace. 


"3 


IRepa^inG  tbc  Xor^ 


Q  LORD!    how  can   I   utter  forth  Thy  due  and 

worthy  praise? 
How  feeble  is  my  feeling,  and  how  poor  the  song  I 

raise ! 
Thy  mercies  fall  in  showers  so  rich,  so  constant  day 

by  day, 
And  every  one  deserving  more  than  all  that  I  can 

pay! 

"Can   pay!"    were   those  indeed   my  words?    were 

those  my  thoughts  indeed? 
1  start  with  sudden  horror  from  the  scarcely  uttered 

creed. 
O,   pride   of  human   heart,   that   dares   to   think   of 

paying  Thee ! 
O,  treacherous  delusion,  born  of  hell !   begone  from 

me. 


Are  not  Thy  mercies,   gracious  Lord !    all  gifts,  as 

purely  free 
As  breath  of  air,  or  beam  of  light,  or  drop  of  dew  can 

be? 
No  more  can  man  or  angel  for  Thy  smallest  mercy 
pay 

^^   Than   for  a    world   of  wealth,    or  deepest  joy   that       a, 
'^y-         heaven  can  sway.  g§ 
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Cease,  then,  proud  heart !  to  strive  for  that  which 

cannot  be  attained ; 
Yet   cease   not   constant  pouring  forth  of  gratitude 

unfeigned. 
Accept  His  blessings  humbly,  and  be  this  thy  only 

care. 
That,  freely  as  thou  hast  received,  so  let  all  others 

share. 


2%^ — — ^  ^ 
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niMne. 


T  GAVE  her  my  love, 

My  life,  and  my  all, — 
A  gift  that's  above 
Exchange  or  recall. 

She  said,  "I  am  thine!" 

And  is  she  the  less 
Eternally  mine 

In  her  heavenly  dress  ? 

Can  death  quench  the  flame 
That  comes  from  on  high  ? 

If  worthy  its  name, 
Can  I^ove  ever  die  ? 


One  morning  she  slept. 

Awaking  no  more  ! 
Her  spirit  had  stept 

Through  Death's  golden  door. 

All  traces  of  pain 

Had  passed  from  her  face  ; 
Her  youth  came  again 

Resplendent  with  grace. 

No  soul  ever  sweeter. 

More  tender,  more  true  ; 
The  angels  would  greet  her  [ 

M  As  one  they  well  knew. 

I  2 
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Her  garment  of  flesh 
We  buried  in  flowers, 

All  fragrant  and  fresh 

As  her  newly-found  powers. 

I  saw  through  the  gates 

Her  beautiful  home, 
And  I  know  that  she  waits 

In  peace  till  I  come. 

I  look  in  my  heart, — 
Ah  !  contrast  how  mean  ! 

Yet  death  will  not  part 
Where  love  lies  between. 
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Each  day  will  I  strive 

More  like  her  to  grow, 
And  cherish  alive 

Affection's  pure  glow. 

God  giving  me  power, 

I'll  faithful  remain 
Till  He  points  the  hour 

To  join  her  again. 

He  knows  what  is  best ; 

I  will  not  repine  ! 
I  wait  for  the  rest : 

I  know  she  is  mine. 

October,  1885.  L 


(BranDmama's  Snowdrops. 

(March  5th,  1886.^ 


Q~*HE  year  lay  sadly  listening 

To  Autumn's  dying  breath, 
When  she,  so  ripe,  was  gathered 
To  higher  life  through  death. 

She,  the  dear  loving  Grandma, 

No  longer  by  us  seen, 
But  never  once  forgotten 

Where  once  her  love  had  been. 

And  now  March  winds  are  sweeping 

With  frost-white  wings  around, 
While  a  snowy  mantle  covers 

The  weary  winter  ground. 

I'm  in  my  little  study, 

Away  from  noisy  feet ; 
Her  portrait  stands  before  me, 

Close  by  her  own  old  seat. 

A  little  maiden  enters. 

Whose  nobly  beaming  eyes. 
And  hands  concealed  behind  her, 

Betoken  some  "surprise." 

I  leave  the  spot  a  moment. 

When,  to  me,  unaware, 
A  tiny  vase  of  flowers 

Is  placed  by  someone  there.  ^ 

"^ 
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Two  lovely  open  snowdrops, 

With  ivy  leaves  entwined, — 
In  front  a  scrap  of  paper, 
,    "  From  Hilda,"  pencil  signed  ! 

These  precious  spring-tide  offerings — 

The  first  ones  she  could  see. 
Were  sought  by  that  sweet  grandchild 

For  grandmama  and  me  ! 

One  was  for  her  in  heaven, 

And  one  for  me  below  ; 
Both  placed  before  her  portrait 

In  loving  memory  so  ! 

And  here,  while  I  am  writing, 

They  look  at  me  and  smile  ; 
Their  fair  white  lips  seem  saying, 

"  Wait  patiently  awhile, 

"  Heed  not  old  age's  winter ; 

"  Heed  not  the  grave's  decay ; 
"  Soon  comes  another  summer, 

"  Yes,  and  a  fadeless  day." 

Thus,  messages  of  comfort 

Are  brought  to  my  poor  heart. 
Alike  by  child  and  flower. 

Though  hidden  tears  may  start. 


,4 
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(Bran^niama'e  Snowbrope* 

(February  igth,  1887. J 


'^li 


Q'EE,  the  earliest  opened  snowdrops 

Once  again  the  darlings  bring, 
Bright  memorials  of  her  fondness 
For  the  lengthening  days  of  Spring. 

Thoughts  of  Grandma  fill  their  bosoms 
As  they  seek  the  year's  first  bloom, 

Glimpse  of  Nature's  resurrection — 
Type  of  life  beyond  the  tomb  ! 

Snowdrops  gathered  in  her  corner, 

Quiet  place  of  sheltered  rest ; 
Haply  by  her  own  hand  planted 

In  the  moss  her  feet  had  pressed. 

Snowdrops  twined  around  with  ivy, 

Purest  white  with  evergreen  ; 
Emblems  eloquent  and  lovely 

Of  the  thought  and  love  they  mean. 

Winter  passing — Spring  advancing — 

Steal  along,  and  year  by  year 
Bring  us  nearer  to  that  summer 

Where  celestial  flowers  appear  ; 

i 

I  Nearer  to  the  sweet  reunion 

1  Of  the  married  heart  and  hand. 

In  the  home  of  peace  eternal,  I 

-i  In  the  longed-for  heavenly  land.  I, 

^'^ ^-  S,^ 
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0ranbmama'0  Snowdrops. 

(February  istk,  i88g). 


\7ET  once  again  thy  welcome  greeting, 

O  Snowdrop  fair ! 
To  tell  of  Winter's  slow  retreating 

And  Spring's  soft  air. 

Thou  comest  with  the  year's  unfolding — 

The  babe's  first  smile  ; 
Thy  delicate  hand  the  promise  holding 

Of  Summer's  while. 

I  bless  thee  for  thy  pure  white  petals, 

Curved  with  such  grace ; 
Earth  hath  no  gem,  no  precious  metals. 

Matching  thy  face ! 

Can  I  not  even  hear  thee  singing 

With  gentle  note, 
As  from  thy  sheltered  nest  upspringing 

Swells  thy  clear  throat  ? 

Sing  on  !  mount  up  to  heaven's  border  ! 

Tell  her  I  love 
In  love  I  wait  our  Father's  order 
»;  "Join  her  above."  a 
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ZTbe  Ibeart 

"  The  heart  is  deceitful  above  all  things,  and  desperately  wicked  : 
who  can  know  it?" — Jer.  xvii.  9. 


7T  H,  thou  deceitful  heart !  I  hear  thee  say 

To  me,  so  softly,  "  See,  how  good  you  are, 
How  meek,  how  gentle,  and  more  clever  far 
Than  some  around  who  shine  with  honour's  ray!" 
Spell-bound,  I  listen  to  thy  pleasant  lay. 

Till  startled  Conscience  speaks  and  bids  me  bar 
Thy  veiled  comparisons,  that  mock  and  mar 
All  true  humility.     In  quick  dismay 
I  turn,  O  Lord  !  to  Thee  for  power  and  grace 
To  trample  on  the  foe  that  thus  assails 
With  treacherous  suggestions — power  to  slay 
The  serpent,  ere  his  poisoned  stroke  avails. 
"  Lord,  help  !  Deliver  me,"  I  instant  pray : 
Thou  hearest,  and  I  rest  in  Thine  embrace. 
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1barvc6t  ^banf^egiving. 


Q  GRACIOUS  Giver  of  due  food  to  all ; 
Great  Husbandman  of  universal  fields 
In  earth  and  sea  and  air ;  to  whom  each  yields 
Its  treasures  at  the  season's  smiling  call ; 

Maker  of  heaven  and  earth,  accept  the  praise 
That  every  living  thing  to  Thee  doth  raise  ! 
Creator,  Thou,  of  this  my  mental  earth, 
And  Sower,  Thou,  of  wisdom's  heavenly  seeds — 
Meant  in  Thy  love  to  bring  forth  gentle  deeds, — 
To  Thee  all  blessed  fruitage  owes  its  birth  ! 
Lord,  ripen  in  me  fields  of  full  ear'd  corn  ; 

And  let  Thy  sunshine  fill  with  juice  my  vine ; 
Then  send  Thine  angels  in  the  harvest  morn 
To  garner  all  within  Thy  store  divine  ! 
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mon  1Robi6  2)omine. 

"Not  unto  us,  O  Lord]"— Psahn  cxv.  i. 


1C\KIyIVER  me,  O  Lord  !  from  vain  conceit ; 

From  looking  on  my  work  as  mine  indeed ; 
From    anxious    thought,    "How    will    the    work 
proceed 
When  I  am  gone  ?  who  can  my  plans  complete  ?  " 
Far  rather  should  my  heart  with  gladness  beat 
To  know  the  purpose  of  Thy  love  hath  need 
Of  my  poor  services,  and  so  did  lead 
My  thought,  my  will,  my  strength  Thy  wish  to  meet. 

I  bow  my  head,  and  at  Thy  footstool  fall, 
Acknowledging  that  Thou  art  All  in  all ! 

Henceforth,  no  glory  mine,  but  Thine  alone ; 

My  share  is  just  to  bring  it  to  Thy  throne. 
So  let  my  constant,  inmost  effort  be 
To  think  and  feel  "  Non  nobis  Domine  !" 
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Mbo  sball  be  neyt? 
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HO  shall  be  next  ? 
What  guides  the  shaft  that  seems 
Thus  shot  by  Fate  ?     It  is  not  aimed  at  Age 
Alone,  but  strikes  down  Youth  alike  with  Sage, 
And  Folly,  running  after  bubble  dreams  ! 
Sometimes  the  weak  ones  last 
With  powers  that  puzzle  science  ;  while  the  strong 
And  hearty,  who  might  fairly  count  on  long 

Sojournment  here,  are  withered  by  Death's  blast. 

Who  shall  be  next  ? 

Shall  Piety  outlive 
The  Sinner  ?  or,  shall  Holiness  be  sure 
Of  longer  years  than  Scoffers  may  endure  ? 

Ah,  no  !     Not  yet  is  this  God's  will  to  give  ! 

In  mercy  all  is  dark 
Beyond  the  instant  now  !     To  mortal  eyes 
Omniscience,  hand  on  lip,  supplies 

No  hint  of  who  dies  next, — no  sign  or  mark. 

Who  shall  be  next  ? 
None  but  a  fool  were  glad 
To  read  seal'd  orders  given  by  his  King 
Before  the  time  and  place  due  right  should  bring ! 
Such  wish  were  treason,  and  bespeaks  him  mad. 
Ah,  rather  let  me  pray, 
I       "  Lord,  hide  it  from  me  !     I,et  me  never  know ! 
i       Draw  not  the  veil  until  my  time  to  go 
•^  Is  close  at  hand  !  I  will  not  ask  to  stay  !  " 
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(Tbristmas  Carb  IDerecs,  1884. 

Accompanied  by  a  sketch  of  a  landscape  with  an  Old  Water  Mill. 


TxT  OW  swiftly  seasons  glide — 
Years  roll  along  ! 
Not  many  more  may  some  of  us  abide 
These  scenes  among  ! 

But  just  as  this  old  mill, 
Worn  out  and  grey, 
Retains  a  quiet  mossy  beauty  still 
In  its  own  way, 

So,  let  us  hope,  the  page 
Of  life's  long  scroll 
May  shed  some  brightness  on  advancing  age, 
And  light  its  goal  ! 

These  wheels  no  more  go  round, — 
The  stream  is  gone  ; 
Yet  just  across  yon  river  corn  is  ground, 
And  work  goes  on. 

So,  when  our  task  is  done 
This  side  Death's  river, 
A  nobler  work,  we  trust,  shall  be  begun 

There,  ending  never.  ^ 
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Cbrtetmae  Cart)  IDerses,  1885, 


Accompanied  by  a  sketch  of  a  ravine  and  river  spanned  by  an 
ivy-covered  Bridge. 


R 


RAVINE  bridge, — and  just  as  this  unites 
Two  sever'd  points, — two  river-cloven  heights 
That  else  in  parted  pain 
Must  still  remain ; 


So  let  this  bridge,  poor  though  the  emblem  be, 
Convey  affection  over  land  and  sea, 
All  obstacles  above, — 
To  those  we  love. 

Over  this  bridge  sweet  memories  of  "lang  syne," 
And  hopes  and  fervent  prayers  for  thee  and  thine, 
Rush  on  like  crowds  of  friends, 
With  speed  love  lends  ! 

Love's  precious  bridge,  of  which  one  foot  doth  stand 
Upon  the  confines  of  the  spirit-land, 
That  those  we  see  no  more 
May  thus  pass  o'er. 

So,  by  our  bridge,  in  spirit,  see,  we  come 
To  greet  you  once  again  in  your  own  home, 
With  blessing-laden  rhyme, 
•i>  This  Christmas  time !  ^ 
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Cbristmas  Cai&  Derses,  1886. 

Accompanied  by  a  niarine  sketch,  with  remains  of  wreck  on  the 
shore,  entitled  "The  Voyage  of  Life." 


/^NE  single  voyage,  o'er 

A  path  unknown  before, 
Where  I  am  captain,  aye,  and  owner  too, 
Of  ship  and  cargo, — free  to  choose  my  crew. 

But  ready  to  my  hand 

Both  chart  and  compass  stand  ; 
God-given  guides,  with  which,  by  constant  care. 
All  risk  of  wreckage  I  may  humbly  dare ! 

What  though  no  power  I  find 

The  wind  or  wave  to  bind. 
Though  called  to  self-denial  night  and  day. 
The  Lord  gives  faith  and  hope  to  cheer  my  way ! 

The  voyage  safely  o'er, 

I  then  may  count  my  store ; 
Exchange  my  life-long  labours  for  sweet  rest 
In  heavenly  mansions,  homes  for  ever  blest ! 
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Cbd0tma0  (^ar^  \Dcr6e0  written  for  18S7, 

Intended  to  accompany  a  sketch  of  Sunset  at  Sea,  which,  oxving 
to  illness,  was  not  carried  out. 


X^7lTH  this  I  send  my  last  of  Christmas  cards, 
But  not  of  kindest  wishes  true  and  fast ; 
These  will  be  cherished  long  as  life  shall  last ; 

Those  must  be  left  to  3'ounger  hands  and  bards. 

At  sunset — looking  on  the  ocean — Hope  regards 
Its  moving  colours  on  the  waters  massed 
As  prophets  of  to-morrow,  foregleams  cast 

Upon  the  mystery  of  life  Time  guards  ! 

That  morrow  comes  !  to-day  will  soon  be  past ! 
And  I  would  wish  this  messenger  to  bring 
Great  store  of  precious  thoughts  and  feelings  sweet 
(They  cannot  be  too  rich,  too  warm,  too  vast)  ; 
So  that  to  these  fond  memory  may  cling. 
While  faith  looks  forward  till  again  we  meet. 
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Cbristmas  Carb  IDcrees,  18SS. 

Accompanied  by  a  sketch  of  Coniish  coast;  evening  effect. 


\7ES  !  just  beyond  the  darkness  lies  the  dawn  ; 

Behind  the  winter  smiles  the  new  spring  morn  ; 

And  after  death  is  our  true  living  home, 

To  which  this  life  is  but  an  ante-room. 
Beyond  !  above  !  we  fix  the  steadfast  eye, 
Yet  prize  each  moment  as  the  hours  roll  by. 

Lord,  send  it  so  that  we  begin  to-day 
A  nobler  progress  on  our  heavenward  way. 
Should  years  be  granted  us,  Lord  also  send 
That  each  may  on  a  higher  level  end  : 

For  why  are  years  or  months  or  moments  given 
But  to  provide  for  better  states  in  heaven  ? 
For  this  we  wish  you  many  bright  new  years, 
With  still  increasing  joy  as  each  appears. 
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a  Cbristmae  darb  an^  its  ScqncL 


A  literary  gentleman  (Mr.  H.  S.  P.)  in  a  large  Midland  city  sent  to  his 
intimate  friends,  as  a  Christmas  card,  the  poem  given  first  below,  "  Flying, 
ever  flying."  One  of  those  friends  (J.  B.)i  admiring  the  verses,  but  regretting 
a  certain  tone  of  sadness  in  them,  and  their  seeming  want  of  bright  hope 
about  the  future,  took  them  for  a  model  as  to  accent  and  rhymes,  but  tried  to 
fill  his  copy  with  a  more  cheerful  view  of  this  passing  life,  and  a  more 
glorious  anticipation  of  that  real  life  to  which  the  present  is  but  an  entrance. 

This  re-modelled  copy  he  sent  to  the  author  of  the  poem.  By  return  of 
post  came  an  acknowledgment  in  the  form  ot  a  Parable.  To  this  J.  B.  replied 
in  another  Parable.  A  brief  letter  from  the  original  writer  concluded  this 
interesting  correspondence,  the  perusal  of  which,  we  doubt  not,  will  be 
acceptable  to  our  readers. 


CHRISTMAS,    1884. 


pLYING,  ever  flying — 

How  the  hours  flit  past  us  on  the  wing. 
Sighing,  ever  sighing, — 
How  the  wintry  winds  behind  them  fling 
All  the  ruined  splendour  of  the  Spring. 

Hours  and  days  and  seasons  ever  fleeting. 
Speed  them  to  the  sea  that  has  no  shore. 
Time  its  olden  story  keeps  repeating, 
And  the  pulse  of  Life  is  beating,  beating  ;— 
But  the  past — 
^  Returns  no  more,  no  more. 
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CHRISTMAS,    1884. 
(An  impromptu  imitation  of  the  preceding  verses). 


Dying,  ever  dying, — 
Thus  before  the  dawning  of  the  day, — 

Would  but  all  the  earthly  cares  that  harass 
And  the  earthly  failings  that  embarrass, 

Pass  away, — away  ! 
Ring,  ye  Christmas  bells,  and  in  your  ringing 
Make  us  hear  the  Choir  Angelic  singing 

Happy  news  of  yore. 
Ring  us  back  the  heavenly  song  again  ; — 
God  be  glorified — and  unto  men 

Peace, — 

For  evermore. 

H.  S.  P. 


piyYING,  ever  flying  ;— 

Thank  the  Lord  that  time  is  on  the  wing! 
Sighing,  gently  sighing, 
Hope  looks  onward,  as  the  dark  clouds  fling 
Shadows  o'er  the  prospect  of  the  Spring ; 

Spring,  that's  ever  into  Summer  fleeting, — 
Summer  like  a  sea  that  has  no  shore  ! 
Time  may  pass,  its  worn-out  tales  repeating ; 
But  the  pulse  of  Life,  for  ever  beating, 
I  Bids  me  look 

*  To  Life,  when  Time's  no  more !  ^^ 
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A    PARABLE    FROM    THE    TALMUD. 

(oR_  elsewhere). 


132  ^ 


Dying,  ever  dying ! 
Yes  !  To  waken  where  an  endless  day, 

Free  from  all  the  earthly  cares  that  harass 
And  the  earthly  failings  that  embarrass, 

Never  fades  away ! 
Ring,  5^e  Christmas  bells,  and  in  your  ringing 
Make  us  hear  the  Choir  Angelic  singing, 

As  through  Heaven's  wide  door, 
This  sweet  message,  over  and  again, 
God  was  Flesh,  to  bring  to  dying  men 

Life,— 

For  evermore ! 

J.  B. 
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There  lived  in  Jerusalem,  in  the  time  when  Rabbi  Ben 
Martineau  ruled  the  city,  a  poor  coppersmith,  whose  living  lay 
in  the  making  of  pots  and  pans  and  vessels  for  the  use  of  them 
of  low  degree.  And  this  man  honoured  them  that  wrought 
in  nobler  metals,  and  that  made  vessels  for  the  house  of  the 
Lord,  and  jewels  for  kings,  and  rings  for  the  hands  of  the 
wives  of  kings. 

And  he  said,  I  will  make  a  ring  after  the  fashion  in  which 
my  hands  can  fashion  it,  and  I  will  send  it  unto  the  chief  gold- 
smith of  Jerusalem  ;  for  thus  should  they  do  that  would  be 
honored  by  them  that  are  their  brethren,  but  know  not  the 
secrets  of  their  craft.     And  he  did  so. 

Now  the  chief  goldsmith  was  a  wise  man,  and  of  them  to 
whom  the  wisdom  of  the  ancients  had  come  down.  And  he 
said,  I  also  will  work  upon  the  ring  of  this  man  that  honoreth 
me ;  and  he  worked  upon  it,  and  sent  it  again  to  the  copper- 
smith.    And,  behold,  the  ring  was  gold  !  ^ 
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And  the  coppersmith  said,  The  ring  I  made  was  copper, 
for  indeed  I  work  in  no  other  metal,  and  now  it  cometh  back 
to  me,  and  lo!  it  is  gold.  And  he  was  ashamed,  and  sat  in 
sackcloth  and  ashes. 

And  as  he  sat,  he  saw  in  a  vision  a  spirit,  and  the  spirit  said 
unto  him,  Wherefore  mournest  thou  ?  And  he  said  :  I  am 
ashamed,  for  the  ring  which  I  fashioned  in  copper,  behold,  it 
has  come  back  to  me  gold,  and  I  know  not  to  work  in  gold. 
And  the  spirit  said.  From  whence  cometh  gold,  and  from 
whence  cometh  copper  ?  And  the  man  said,  From  the  Lord. 
And  the  spirit  answered  him.  He  giveth  unto  His  servant  gold, 
and  unto  thee  He  giveth  copper.  He  knoweth  all  things. 
Work  thou  according  unto  the  skill  and  according  unto  the 
metal  that  is  given  unto  thee,  and  trouble  not  thyself  as  to  the 
rest. 

And  the  coppersmith  took  up  his  hammer,  and  was  com- 
forted, and  wrought  at  his  pots  and  pans. 

H.  S.  P. 


another  parable, 
(in  reply  to  the  above). 


Now  the  coppersmith  was  a  man  who  in  all  things  tried  to 
serve  his  neighbour,  not  thinking  so  much  of  his  own  profit  as 
of  the  real  use  and  excellence  of  his  wares.  Hence  he  was 
honored  by  the  trust  and  esteem  of  all  who  knew  him.  Yet, 
with  all,  he  was  not  of  a  conceited  spirit,  but  humbly  referred 
the  praises  of  men  ever  upwards  to  the  Lord.  For,  said  he,  Is 
it  not  written  in  the  book  of  our  sages,  "  It  is  God  that  worketh 
in  us  both  to  will  and  to  do  of  His  good  pleasure?  " 

So  he  continued  usefully  working  for  many  years. 

At  last,  one  night,  being  unusually  weary,  a  curious  sleep 
fell  upon  him;  so  soft,  so  peaceful!  Never  had  he  slept  so 
delightfully  before !  Slowly  he  awoke.  Looking  around  him 
in  the  somewhat  strange  light  that  filled  the  house,  lo !  it 
seemed  that  all  his  copper  pots  and  vessels  were  turned  to 
gold !  Scarce  knowing  whether  he  were  really  awake  or  still 
'^         dreaming,  and  questioning  with  himself,  he  saw  standing  near,  ji, 
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a  beautiful  youth,  who  with  a  sweet  smile  and  musical  voice 
answered  the  unspoken  thoughts  of  the  coppersmith,  thus: — 
"Yes,  they  are  of  pure  gold.  Yes,  they  are  all  yours, — given 
you  by  our  Father  in  exchange  for  those  of  copper."  "  Why 
so?"  "Because  you  have  worked  unselfishly  for  the  good 
of  others  ;  and  with  us  here,  the  love  of  the  neighbour  is 
acknowledged  as  in  itself  love  to  the  Lord.  Therefore,  all 
your  copper  is  here  turned  to  gold." 

Being  much  amazed  at  all  this,  and  looking  intently  into  the 
face  of  his  informant,  as  if  still  seeking  further  explanation,  the 
youth  pointed  to  the  walls  of  the  room,  upon  one  of  which 
appeared  in  letters  of  cerulean  blue  these  words:  "Inasmuch 
as  ye  have  done  it  unto  the  least  of  these  My  brethren,  ye 
have  done  it  unto  ME."  And  on  the  other  side  were  also 
these  in  scarlet  and  gold  :  "  Arise,  shine,  for  thy  light  is  come, 
and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee."  "I  the  Lord 
am  thy  Saviour,  and  thy  Redeemer,  the  Mighty  One  of 
Jacob."  "For  copper  I  will  bring  gold,  and  for  iron  I  will 
bring  silver,  and  for  wood  copper,  and  for  stones  iron." 
"Thou  shalt  call  thy  walls  Salvation,  and  thy  gates  Praise." 

Then  the  coppersmith,  filled  with  profound  humility,  grati- 
tude and  joy,  bowed  himself  to  the  ground,  and  gave  thanks 
to  the  Lord.  J.  B. 


A*: 


In  reply  came  a  note  saying:  "You  have  carried  my  poor 
little  Parable  into  a  region  so  high,  and  invested  it  with  a 
thought  so  happy,  that  I  must  leave  it  there.  It  would  be  but 
presumption  to  attempt  to  carry  it  further,  and  I  can  but  hope 
and  pray  that  in  God's  good  time  it  may  prove  in  some 
measure  true.  Whenever  this  may  be,  none  will  know  better 
than  the  poor  coppersmith  that  the  gold  will  be  none  of  his,— 
save  by  pure  gift." 
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nDueing. 


"  While  I  was  musing  the  fire  burned  ; 
Then  spake  I  with  my  tongue." 

Psalm  xxxix.  3. 


A/TY  darling  one,  my  Angel  wife,  my  own  and  only 

love. 
Come  near  me ;    I  can  talk  to  thee,  though  in  the 
world  above  ! 
Ah,  yes !    though    I   no  answer  get   as   heard   by 

outward  ears, 
I  see   and  hear  thee, — both, — yet  only  as  in   by- 
gone years. 
All  vanish'd  are  the  lineaments  of  weakness,  care, 

and  pain ; 
The  marks  of  creeping  age  are  changed  for  happy 
youth  again  ! 
As  then,   thy  nodding   curls   of  gold,   thy   bright 

expressive  glance, 
They  speak  to  me  and  answer  me  in  vivid  wakeful 
trance. 

I  see  thou  art  my  wife !    and  yet,   what   wondrous 
change  of  dress  ! 
,   No  words  can  half  describe  its  soft  etherial  loveliness ; 
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Of  shining  white,  with  shimmering  tints  of  every 

tender  hue, 
From  roseate  flush,  through  golden  green  to  pure 
cerulean  blue : 
Robes,  woven  of  thine  own  bright  thoughts,  of  sweet 

affection  born, 
Like  tissued  clouds  of  Heav'n  that  spring  from  genial 
summer  morn  ; 
No  black  !  for  thou  art  now  where  twilight  turns  to 

new-born  day 
Without  dark  night: — where    sorrow,   sighs,   and 
mourning  flee  away. 

0  blessed  Faith,  to  know  that  though  I'm  still  so  far 
from  Heaven, 

I'm   not  too  far  to  send  thee  holy  kisses,  many  a 

seven ! 
The  three  for  Truth,  the  four  for  Good ;  the  four 

and  three  in  one. 
All  circled  by  the  living  breath, — the  sphere  of 

love  alone ! 

1  seem  to  hold  thy  hand,  with  answering  fingers,  still 
in  mine. 

As  I  have  done  these  forty  years,  since  all  of  mine 
was  thine. 
And    I   welcome   to   my   heart,   like    doves,  each 

winged  thought  that  flies 
At  opening  of  thy  lovely  lips,  or  look  from  out 
^v;                 thine  eyes.  <>/ 

^Vt, ..    «^ 


^^  i> ^  -a- 


iS 


%  137  * 


My  darling  one,  my  Angel  wife,  it  may  not  be  for 

long 
That  I  shall  have  to  wait  and  hear  but  echoes  of  thy 
song  ! 
I'm   close  beside   the  'river'   now;    near,  on   the 

other  side 
I  see  the  Golden  City  with  its  portals  open  wide. 
But  though  an  ocean   roll   between,  the   Bridge  of 

IvOve  can  span 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  world  to  world,  from  God 
Himself  to  man ! 
And  who  shall  say,  in  moments  sweet  of  conscious 

ecstasy, 
My  darling  wife  shall  not  come  o'er  that  Bridge  of 
lyove  to  me ! 
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TT  is  just  a  year  ;  but  it  seems  like  only  a  day 

Since  my  darling  wife  from  my  side  was  taken 
away — 
Away  from  my  sight, — from  her  dearly  loved  garden 

home, 
But   never    away   from    my   heart's    inmost    temple 
dome  ! 
It  is   there,    unheard  and  unseen,    we   constantly 

meet ; 
And  there,  by  ourselves,  we  hold  hallowing  con- 
verse sweet. 

Would  I  bring  her  back,  if  I  could,  to  this  weary 

world  ? 
Ah  no  !  God  forbid  !  Let  the  thought  from  its  throne 

be  hurled. 
Would  I  go  to  her  ?     Do  I  look  with  joy  to  the  time  ? 
Ah,   yes  !    but  I  wait  !     Impatience  were   almost   a 
crime. 
"  Day  by  day."    Just  so  !  O  Lord  !  make  me  quietly 

wait 
Till  fulness  of  time  shall  bring  ripeness  of  heavenly 
♦  state.  4 
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I  go  to  her  grave  ;  but  I  carry  no  floral  wreath 
To  wither  and  die  like  the  dust  that  lies  underneath  ; 
Nor  is  it  of  Death  that  I  dream  while  I  linger  there, 
But  only  of  Life,  in  its  aspects  lovely  and  fair. 

So   the  thought    "  Adieu "    is    transformed,    amid 
radiance  bright. 
Into  sure  "  Revoir"  in  eternal  love  and  light. 


October  2yd,  18S6. 
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Sleep. 


^L,EEP  !  quiet,  solemn,  mighty  sleep  ! 
More  mighty  than  a  river  deep, 
More  silent  than  its  flow  ! 
Who  can  describe  thy  wondrous  power, 
Resistless  in  its  proper  hour. 
To  man  and  beast,  to  bird  and  flower, — 
To  all,  wide  heaven  below ! 

Mysterious  influence  !    Whence  art  thou  ? 
If  governed,  say  by  whom  or  how  ? 

Not  to  be  bought  or  sold  ! 
Unbidden  coming,  and  unseen, 
Yet  welcome  both  to  serf  and  queen  ; 
To  rich  or  poor, — to  great  or  mean. 

More  precious  far  than  gold  ! 


I  Yea,  time  and  space  both  disappear. 

When  thy  serene  approach  is  near — 

The  wanderer  is  at  home  ! 
The  lover  with  his  destin'd  bride, — 
The  sailor  by  his  ingle  side, — 
The  traveller,  though  seas  divide, 
*  To  rest  again  has  come. 
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'  Benign  physician  !  without  fee  ! 

All  seek  thy  magic  ministry, 

From  birth  right  on  to  grave ! 

Thy  medicine  mitigates  all  pain, 
'  And  cures  where  other  help  is  vain  ; 

Thou  only  canst  the  troubled  brain 
I  From  utter  ruin  save  ! 

Refresher  of  the  weary  limb, 
j  Refilling  daily  to  its  brim 

The  goblet  of  our  life  ! 
Renewing  strength  at  every  pore, 
I  Repairing  waste  from  unseen  store, 

!  And  kindly  helping  evermore 

To  banish  grief  and  strife. 

With  step  of  quick  but  noiseless  fall 
Thou  art,  in  God's  great  hospital, 
j  The  never  weary  nurse  ! 

Thy  presence  sheds  the  dew  of  peace 
By  services  that  never  cease  ; 
Nor  dost  thou  ask  nor  take  increase 
Of  wealth  from  any  purse. 

Within  the  circle  of  thy  charm 
All  men  are  equal !     No  alarm 

Is  felt  by  king  or  peer  ! 
So  sweet  the  change  that  levels  all. 
So  soft  thy  wonder-working  thrall, 
That  every  class  alike  will  fall 
A,  Beneath  it  without  fear  !  ^ 
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Thou  comest  in  the  guise  of  death — 
His  image  thou,  except  that  breath 

And  beating  heart  hold  on. 
And  we  will  think  of  both  as  frien  ds  ; 
For  death  is  but  a  sleep  God  sends 
To  lead  to  day  that  never  ends, 

When  pulse  and  breath  are  gone  ! 

So,  if  our  wondrous  slumber  shows 
A  glimpse  of  death  ;  it  also  glows 

With  rosy  promise  rife  ! 
It  tells  us,  every  opening  day, 
That  MAN  shall  never  pass  away, 
But  only  rise  from  death's  decay 

To  higher,  nobler  life  ! 

Thus  grown  familiar  with  his  face. 
We  trust  by  help  of  God's  good  grace 

To  fear  his  touch  no  more 
Than  now  we  fear  repose  at  night ; 
But  so  to  live  that  Time's  quick  flight 
May  fit  us  for  the  love  and  light 

Beyond  Death's  golden  door  ! 

Lord,  when  we  nightly  sink  to  sleep. 
Give  us  to  know  that  Thou  dost  keep 

Each  soul  within  Thy  care  ! 
And  whether  waking  once  again 
To  this  world's  duty  and  its  pain, 
Or  into  Life  beyond,  O  deign 

Our  hearts  in  peace  prepare  !  ^ 
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T^7HAT  slender  threads  connect 

The  memories  of  former  things  with  now  ! 
What  trifling  points  direct 

The  lightning  flash  of  thought !     Who  knoweth 
how  ? 
Forgotten  odours  of  old-fashioned  flowers, — 

Quaint  phrases,  passed  away, 
Will  call  to  mind  with  more  than  magic  powers 
The  things  of  childhood's  day. 

Where  is  the  hidden  mine 

From  which  the  golden  grains  come  rolling  down 
Time's  river-flood,  and  shine 

Upon  its  sands,  by  sunny  memories  shown  ? 
Where  do  our  old  affections  rest  asleep. 

Our  old  thoughts  dreamless  lie, 
Till  some  unbidden  charmer  makes  them  leap 

To  living  ecstasy  ? 

In  meditative  mood, 

One  afternoon,  I  slowly  walked  along 
A  lane  beside  the  wood  ! 

Some  rustic  swain  piped  forth  an  old-time  song ! 
At  once  I  flew  back  fifty  years  or  so ; 

For  in  that  antique  strain 
I  heard  the  merry  tones  and  silver  flow 
*  Of  mother's  voice  again !  ^ 
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A  princel}'  mansion  stands 

In  gardens  rich,  and  full  of  fairest  flowers  ; — 
Delight  with  open  hands 

Offers  beguilement  for  the  passing  hours  ! 
Yet  even  here,  amid  such  scenes,  I  find 

Visions  of  bo3^hood  come  ; 
A  modest  bush,  white  crested,  brings  to  mind 

The  privet-hedge  of  "  home." 

Sometimes  a  face,  unknown, 

Will  startle  us  to  thoughts  and  scenes  long  past  ! 
A  saying,  years  outgrown. 

Will  bring  up,  like  a  dredging-net  well  cast, 
Our  school-da5^s,  playtimes,  hidden  life  of  yore. 

All  from  the  lowest  deeps  ! 
For  deeds  die  not,  but  lie  in  secret  store, 

lyike  treasure  ocean  keeps. 

We  say—"  Ah,  that  recalls  !  " 

And  so  it  does  !     But  how  ?     A  spider's  thread 
Between  two  distant  walls 

Gives  instant  notice  of  the  fly's  light  tread  ! 
But  what  are  these  quick  wires  of  memory 

To  every  sense  supplied, — 
That  loving,  living  pictures  travel  by. 

Though  Time  and  Space  divide  ? 

'Tis  Memory's  golden  chain 

That  binds  our  life  in  one,  each  age  to  all, 
God's  gift  for  joy — not  pain  ; 

And  untold  blessings  lie  in  its  sweet  thrall !  4> 
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For  grief  soon  sleeps,  and  pain,  however  keen, 

Like  mist  soon  fades  away  ; 
But  joys  live  on,  whatever  comes  between, 

And  bloom  to  endless  day  ! 

What  an  amazing  dower 

Hath  man  in  this  ;  for,  like  another  sense 
Acting  by  its  own  power, 

It  stirs  the  rest  in  fashion  so  intense 
That  sight,  taste,  sound,  and  subtle  odours  too 

Come  back  in  busy  swarms. 
Whose  every  feature,  quality,  and  hue 

Stand  drest  in  their  old  forms  ! 

O  how  I  long  to  trace 

The  weaving  of  this  two-world  history 
That  so  doth  interlace 

Our  lives,  unconscious  of  the  mystery  ! 
Patience  !  Ere  long  the  problem  may  be  plain  ; 

Though  still  with  wonders  rife. 
How  buried  thoughts  can  be  revived  again. 

And  dead  loves  called  to  life  ! 
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"PROM  hidden  depths  and  secret  springs 

Afar  on  mountain  height, 
Peeps  forth  the  tiny  stream  that  brings 
Such  joy  and  blessings  bright. 

By  many  a  wayward  bend  and  turn 

It  takes  its  onward  course, 
O'er  placid  sand  or  stony  burn, 

With  ever-growing  force. 

No  two  alike, — or  small,  or  great, 

Though  each  resembles  all ; 
And  every  one  by  devious  fate 

Into  the  sea  must  fall. 

Some  vanish  soon  like  infant  smiles  ; 

Some  ripple  on  like  youth  ; 
Some  broaden  o'er  a  thousand  miles  ; 

Yet  all  must  die,  forsooth. 

But  is  the  river  dead  ?    Ah,  no  ! 

The  ocean  but  receives 
The  weary  soil-stained  overflow  ! — 

The  sparkling  river  lives  ! 

It  lives,  and  lives  because  its  Source 
Fails  not, — though  channels  change  ; 

A  thousand  things  divert  its  course, 
But  nothing  stops  its  range. 
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I^ROM  child  to  maidenhood  she  came 
A  gentle  soul  in  fragile  frame, 

Winning  the  love  of  all  she  knew, — 

Then  suddenly  bade  all  adieu ! 
Adieu  to  this  world,  not  adieu  to  love ; 
That  follows  her ;  she  moves  in  it  above. 

She  died  like  day  eclipsed  at  noon. 

Like  joy  cut  short  by  sudden  swoon  ; 

A  song  half  sung,  a  cadence  sweet 

Of  melody  left  incomplete  ; 
And  yet  to  inward  sense  the  song  goes  on  ; 
The  joy  revives  ;  the  shadow  leaves  the  sun  ! 

A  perfect  blossom,  pink  and  white  ; 

So  promising,  so  rare  and  bright ; 

Glowing  beneath  the  sun  to-day. 

To-morrow  wholly  passed  away, — 
Away  from  lower  fields  and  our  dull  eyes, 
To  bloom  anew  where  life  all  death  defies. 

A  broken  bough,  a  gathered  flower, 

Fruit  fallen  ere  the  red  ripe  hour,  4 
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A  column  shaken  to  the  ground 
Before  its  stately  shaft  was  crowned  : 

But  crowned  in  golden  glory  it  shall  be 

With  angel  love  in  immortality. 

A  plan  prophetic  unfulfilled, 

Too  beautiful  for  man  to  build ; 

An  artist's  dream,  that,  dreamlike,  still 

Evades  his  utmost  waking  skill : 
Too  beautiful  for  man  to  build  on  earth, 
But  not  for  heaven,  where  beauty  hath  its  birth. 

A  poem  opening  out  so  fair, 

But  only  half  its  pages  there  ; 

A  ring-dove  flying  nestward,  met 

By  fatal  mesh  of  fowler's  net : 
The  other  pages,  and  by  far  the  best, 
Shall  there  unfold  ;  the  dove  shall  find  her  nest. 

So  sweet — a  rose  without  a  thorn  ! 

So  fair — a  cloud  of  summer  morn  ! 

So  young — a  lamb  of  early  spring  ! 

So  pure — almost  a  heavenly  thing  ! 
Yet  she,  our  tender  lamb,  our  rose  so  fair. 
Lives  in  new  innocence — new  fragrance  there  ! 

Let  stars  that  watch  her  tomb  by  night 

Shed  o'er  it  tears  of  dewy  light ! 

Let  balmy  wind  and  plashing  wave 

Sing  requiems  around  her  grave  ! 
But  we  will  raise  our  thoughts  above  the  sod, 
To  see  her  happy  in  the  arms  of  God.  ^ 
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Q^  0-DAY,  three  years  have  flown  since  she  and  I 
Bade  each  the  other  for  this  world  "  good  bye  !  " 

Good  bye  for  earth — for  time,  or  long  or  short  ; 

Good  bye  till  death  re-union  shall  have  brought ; 
For  that  which  death  divides  death  re-unites, 
Having  no  power  to  quench  the  soul's  delights  ! 

Three  years  to-day  !     Of  these  the  first  was  spent 

In  quiet  grief — in  loving,  sad  lament ; 

The  second,  clearer  faith  lit  up  with  joy  ; 

The  third  with  active  deeds  made  rich  alloy  ; 
And  now,  O  IvORD,  upon  this  threefold  shrine 
I  lay,  as  due  to  Thee,  all  good  of  mine. 

lyORD,  send  it  so,  that  I  begin  to-day 

A  nobler  progress  in  my  heavenward  way. 

Should  years  be  granted  me,  I^ord,  also  send 

That  each  may  on  a  higher  level  end  ; 
For  why  are  years,  or  months,  or  moments  given, 
But  to  provide  for  higher  states  in  heaven  ? 

Be  with  me,  darling  mine  !  as  in  the  past ; 

Attend  and  guard  my  steps  while  life  shall  last. 

Unseen,  but  not  unfelt,  thy  touch  shall  be 

The  secret  spring  of  better  things  in  me  ! 
So  then,  alike  I'll  welcome  life  or  death  ; 
Be  life  for  years,  or  but  a  single  breath  ! 

October  23rd,  1888.  <* 


f 


^  150  ^ 


fIDanna, 

{Exodus  xvi.  15.) 


CT'HIS  Spring  'tis  nearly  forty  ykars 

Since  what  I  now  relate  took  place  : 

I   SEE   IT  ALL  to-day   THROUGH   HEAVY  TEARS  ; 

For  she  whose  love  such  memory  endears 

Has  not  long  passed  away 

To  tearless  endless  day  ! 
Yet  she  seems  present  while  I  thus  retrace 
These  lines,  that  Time  is  powerless  to  efface  ! 


Some  eighteen  months  had  passed  since  she  and  I 
Were  solemnly  engaged  as  lovers  true, 
And  life  was  bright  with  joy, — days  swifty  flew, 

As  swallows  wing  their  way  through  summer  sky. 

One  morning,  after  sweet  refreshing  sleep, — 
Soon  as  the  sun  threw  shadows  on  the  lawn, 
I  lay  in  wakeful  peace,  and  watched  the  dawn, 

Noting  its  changeful  hues  serene  and  deep. 

Yes,  perfectly  awake,  and  everything 

Was  clear  and  bright  as  noon  !     There  as  I  lay 
An  unseen  visitor  in  unknown  way 
^^         Placed  in  my  hand  a  rich  gold  signet  ring  !  ^ 
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I  did  not  start  or  wonder  at  the  gift, 

But  marvelled  at  its  surface,  carved  with  skill 
Most  exquisite.     And  thus  I  pondered  till 

I  saw  its  shield  of  lazuli  uplift ! 

Beneath,  in  crystal  box,  were  two  small  locks  of  hair: 
One  black,  the  other  of  light  auburn  tone  ; 
These,  it  was  told  to  me,  were  as  if  our  own, 

And  held  a  warning  and  a  promise  fair. 

If  that  our  married  lives  were  true  and  right. 
The  auburn  would  so  rich  and  golden  grow 
As  thought  could  not  conceive,  or  this  world 
know ; — 

The  dark  would  vanish  utterly  from  sight. 

But  if  unhappily  true  marriage  love 

Should  fail  between  us,  mine  would  be  the  blame ; 

The  dark  would  soon   grow  grey  and  fade  in 
shame ; 
The  other  leave  me  for  the  world  above. 

The  lapis  lid  then  closed  !  I^o  !  now  behold. 
What  hitherto  was  not  revealed  to  sight ! 
Upon,  yet  in  the  stone  there  shone  a  light 

Which  seemed  some  lovely  features  to  enfold. 

More  clear,  more  vividly  alive  it  grew ! 

Oh  !  joy, — it  was  her  face, — my  darling  one ; 

A  living  likeness  from  the  heavenly  sun, 
With  every  tint  of  color,  pure  and  true  !  X 
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So  small,  so  absolutely  perfect !     Let 

Me  even  say  more  beautiful  than  she  ! 
Around  her  head  a  wreath  of  roses  see  ! 

Above  the  shield  is  now  a  coronet ! 

Upon  her  neck  in  richest  curls  of  gold 

The  hair  hung  down  in  shining  loveliness  ; 
Her  soft  grey  eyes  o'erflowed  with  tenderness, 

And  every  feature  seemed  of  heavenly  mould. 

How  shall  I  tell  the  sweet  expression  there  ? 

Her  lips  were  very  love  itself  in  form  ; 

And  all  the  countenance  alive  and  warm 
With  angel  grace  unutterably  fair  ! 

And,  while  I  gazed  in  rapture  thus  profound, 

The  thought  came  like  an  inward  message  given, 
That  such  she  would  become  to  me  in  Heaven, 

If  worthy  at  the  last  I  might  be  found ! 

Still  looking,  wondering,  I  was  deeply  moved 
To  see  the  face  turn  sadly  to  one  side. 
As  if  some  transient  pain  or  grief  to  hide  ! 

Was  it  the  thought  that  she  might  be  less  loved  ? 

A  pang  of  instant  terror  shook  my  soul ; 

A  dread,  lest  some  day  I  should  cause  this  pain  ; 

When,  with  redoubled  sweetness  came  again 
The  tender  full  regard  of  true  love's  whole  ! 
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Ineffable  the  sense  of  heavenly  bliss, 

Of  perfect  joy  the  foretaste  then  bestowed  ; 

In  grateful  peace  and  praise  my  heart  o'erflowed 

For  visioned  promise  of  a  state  like  this. 

The  golden  ring,  the  luminous  blue  stone, 

The  locks  of  hair,  the  face  I  might  call  mine. 
Whose  soul  and  features  seemed  all  but  divine, 

Then  vanished  !  all  were  in  an  instant  flown  ! 

But  never  from  that  blessed  morn  till  now 
Has  memory  lost  the  lesson  of  that  hour  ; 
Nor  whilst  I  live,  the  good  Lord  granting  power, 

Shall  one  point  fail  of  my  eternal  vow. 


And  now,  as  I  review  the  past, 

And  note  the  meaning  op  each  i,ine 

As  leading  up  to   EARTHI.Y  JOYS   SO   VAST, 

And   crowning   ai,i,    with    Heaven    itself    at 

LAST ; — 
IP  SUCH   BE  given   ME, 
My  HEART  WILL  KNOW   THAT  SHE, — 
She,   AS  THE   INSTRUMENT  OP   LOVE   DiVINE, — 

And  she  alone, — my  wife  has  made  them  mine! 
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H  Dream. 


TT  H,  yes  !     It  is, — it  is  her  face, 

So  nobly  sweet,  so  full  of  grace, 

So  changeful  in  its  play. 
Not  fixed,  like  cameo  of  stone, 
Or  painting  of  one  mood  alone. 

In  settled  dull  array  ! 

But  ready  from  repose  to  break, 
The  lip  to  curl,  the  tongue  to  speak, 

The  brow  to  gently  move. 
The  cheek  to  dimple  at  a  thought, 
The  eyes,  with  endless  meaning  fraught. 

To  tell  their  tale  of  love  ! 

Emotions,  now  o'erspread  with  shade. 
Now  gleaming  like  a  sunny  glade, 

The  darling  face  enfold  ; 
Or,  like  a  sky  that  gently  grew 
From  softest  grey  to  tender  blue, 

But  never  harsh  or  cold. 

See,  now,  how  earnestly  it  pleads. 
As  urging  purpose  on  to  deeds. 

When  selfish  ease  beguiles  ; 
With  loving  words  flow  anxious  tears, 
Till  hesitation  disappears, 

And  then  come  cheering  smiles. 
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Just  so  tlie  peaceful  southern  seas, 
Beneath  a  gentle  evening  breeze, 

Such  varied  aspects  show. 
Of  rippling  curve  by  ripples  kissed 
To  rosy  tint,  and  amethyst, 

As  tidal  currents  flow. 

A  living  picture,  full  and  bright : 
A  photograph  by  heavenly  light. 

In  heavenly  colors  too  ! 
I  strive  to  touch  the  fairy  form. 
To  press  the  lips  with  love  so  warm- 

What  is  it  dims  the  view  ? 

Alas  !  it  slowly  fades  away. 
And  I  awake  to  new-born  day 

With  all  its  new-born  pains  ; 
Yet  more  inspired  by  this,  among 
The  whirl  of  outer  things,  so  long 

As  memory  remains. 
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'*^b^  faltb  batb  ma^c  tbcc  wbole/' 

(il/arA  X,  52.) 


(^  THOU,  the  Healer  of  all  soul  disease, 

Sight  Giver,  strength  Restorer,  making  speak 
The  inward  dumb,  and  walk  the  palsied  weak  ! 

Thy  touch — Thy  word — Thy  look  alone  decrees 

For  all  who  come  in  faith,  on  bended  knees, 
Salvation's  health  !   I  thus  would  come  to  seek 
Thy  blessed  power — Thy  gracious  help,  to  break 

The  bonds  of  sin,  and  give  my  spirit  ease ! 

For  Thou,  O  L,ord,  art  ever  "  very  nigh  " — 
Art  "  in  the  house,"  or  "  way,"  or  "  passing  by  :" 
"  Come  unto  Me  "  is  still  Thy  loving  cry  ! 
Is  my  soul  palsied  ?  is  it  deaf  or  lame  ? — 
Or  blind,  or  leprous  ?  I  may  trust  the  same  ; 
I  shall  be  healed  by  faith  in  Thy  great  Name  ! 


*  4 


^^• 


f<  '^4i 


^  157 


4 


'■'%^ 


'Vf 


Z\)c  JTourtb  anniversary, 

(0/  the  death  of  A.A.B.) 


CT*HIS  day,  at  dawn,  four  years  ago, 
Ere  morning-red  began  to  glow, 
She  lay  with  pulse  so  faint  and  low, 
Breathing  her  last  unconsciously. 

We  scarcel}'  knew  when  life  was  sped  ; 

So  gently  was  her  spirit  led 

Away  from  earth  !     At  last  one  said — 

"  She's  gone  !  "     But  O,  how  peacefully  ! 

Four  years, — and  I  am  still  left  here  ! 
Four  years  apart — but  yet  how  near  ! 
No  thought  of  either  grave  or  bier, 
Only  of  Immortality  ! 

And  she  ?     Hath  she  still  anxious  thought 
For  loved  ones  here  ?     O  no  !  she's  taught 
Belief  that  all  will  there  be  brought, 
And  trusts  the  lyORD  implicitly. 

Her  face — her  form  ?    What  changes  bright ! 
All,  all,  transfigured  in  love's  light ! 
Oh,  for  one  glimpse — one  moment's  sight ! 
Be  still,  my  soul ;  wait  patiently  ! 

^^  ^- •  *  ^^ 
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"  "PRET  not  thyself  because  of  evil  doers  ;  " 

So  shall  their  end  be  foiled  !  To  wound,  to  fret 
And  slander  is  their  joy.     Success  but  lures 

To  worse.     Christ-like  forgive,  if  not  forget 
Their  puny  spite  ;  for  in  that  state  serene 
Their  worst  endeavours  all  are  fruitless  seen. 
They  cannot  harm,  if  thou  wilt  not  be  hurt ; 
Angelic  souls  are  thus  by  heaven  begirt ! 

The  Master,  now,  as  then  in  Galilee, 

Will  give  the  power  on  scorpions  to  tread, 
And  o'er  thine  enemies  lift  up  thine  head, 
If  thou  but  trust  in  Him  implicitly. 
Commit  thy  way  to  Him,  therefore, — Him  only  fear  ; 
He  will  bring  all  to  pass,  and  make  all  sweet  and 
clear  ! 
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Q^HE  sea  hath  its  tides  from  the  high  to  the  low ; 
The  blood  hath  its  circuit  and  pulses  of  flow  ; 
The  bosom  upheaves  and  then  lies  down  to  rest ; 
The  light  of  the  sun  comes  by  waves  from  its  breast. 

Our  life  is  but  motion,  one  step  at  a  time, 
Left  to  right,  alternating,  like  two  bells  of  chime  ; 
With  each  a  new  scene  ;  every  breath  a  new  life ; 
Even  peace  seems  to  mingle  with  something  of  strife. 

The  night  and  the  morning  complete  but  a  day  ; 
The  moon's  gentle  changefulness  knows  no  delay ; 
The  varying  seasons,  their  cold  and  their  heat, 
Ever  go  and  return  like  a  pendulum's  beat. 

And  thus  we  make  progress  from  childhood  to  man, 

With  seeming  recurrence,  yet  varying  plan  ; 

Each  pulse  wears  the  body  ;    each  tide  curves  the 

shore ; 
No  year  like  the  past  one  ;  no  state  as  before  ! 
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I^OR  three  long  years  or  more  by  gracious  ways 
He  won  her  love.     Their  constant  company, 
With  many  mutual  signs,  declared  that  she 

Would  be  his  wife  !     So  those  were  happy  days  ! 

But  yet  he  never  asked  nor  sought  to  gain 

The  promise  of  her  life,  nor  vowed  his  own. 
As  lover  should,  when  time  has  fully  grown 

That  mutual  words  should  make  intentions  plain. 

All  passed  as  if  by  both  well  understood  ; 

Yet  in  her  secret  soul  dark  doubts  would  rise. 
Doubts  that  would  cause  hot  tears  to  fill  her  eyes ! 

She  quelled  them  by  her  pride  of  maidenhood. 

For  how  could  she  demand  a  formal  bond  ? 

She  loved  as  woman  does,  with  all  her  heart ; 

And  loving  so,  believed  that  on  his  part 
Unspoken  words  were  true,  all  words  beyond. 
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And  there  were  reasons  why  (to  her  it  seemed) 
That  never  of  their  wedding  day  he  spoke  ; 
For  times  were  hard,  and  all  such  prudent  folk 

Must  wait  in  patience  ;  so  at  least  she  deemed. 

Nor  could  her  anxious  parents  dare  to  doubt 
That  he  was  honest,  faithful,  and  sincere  ; 
For  had  he  not  been  known  for  many  a  year 

As  such  ?  yea,  even  pious  and  devout  ? 

So  time  went  on  !     But  gossips,  whispering,  said 
That  it  were  better  settled  now ;  for  youth 
Would  soon  be  flown ;  and  some  would  add  in 
truth 

That  such  delay  was  straining  life's  thin  thread. 

And  then,  it  happened,  for  awhile  he  went 

Away  to  friends  far  distant.     There  he  saw 
A  face  that  struck  him,  with  a  mind  to  draw 

By  strong  attractions,  though  on  virtue  bent. 

She  was  the  very  soul  of  honour,  too  ; 

And  had  she  dreamed,  all  other  things  above. 
That  he  was  bound  by  sacred  prior  love, 

She  would  have  spurned  his  smiles  with  brief  adieu. 

Again  and  often  thitherward  he  sped, 

And  people  wondering  still  were  forced  to  think 
That  he  must  be  on  slippery  danger's  brink  ; 
-     Till  open  word  was  soon  in  public  spread. 
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And  then  she  came  on  friendly  visits,  where 
She  was  escorted, — met  in  every  place 
By  him.     Yet  she  so  charmed  by  her  sweet  grace 

That  none  to  whisper  warning  word  did  dare. 

While  she  (the  first)  in  torture  of  dumb  pain 

Must  see  and  hear  and  feel  the  wicked  change ; 
Yea,  even  offer  words  of  welcome  strange 

To  one  whose  happiness  must  prove  her  bane. 

And  soon  the  wedding  day  was  duly  named ; 
The  foreign  bride,  so  fair,  so  good,  so  sweet, 
Was  met — (O  horror  !  even  s/ie  must  greet 

The  innocent  usurper,  all  unblamed). 

How  dreadful  was  that  time  of  mental  strain  ! 

Her  face  grew  ashen  pale  ;  her  blood  scarce  ran  ; 

No  medicine  touched  her  illness  !     Death  began 
To  promise  early  quittance  from  her  pain. 

The  sunny  southern  clime,  the  mountain  side, 
The  sea  breeze,  and  the  changing  city  life ; 
The  loving  sympathy,  so  rich  and  rife, 

Of  tender  hearts  ; — all  failed,  for  all  were  tried. 

And  thus,  in  living  death  she  lingered  long ! 

Her  heart  was  broken  !    Yet  before  she  passed 
Came  lovely  Peace,  and  lighted  to  the  last 
^       Her  pathway !  Then  she  heard  the  angels'  song  !  ■^ 
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^be  Hrtiat'e  Soliloquy. 


TV   PICTURE!    How  does  it  grow ? 

Sometimes  it  flashes  to  life  like  a  meteor  blaze ; 
But  oftener,  painfully  slow  ; 
Work  I  may  ;  nothing  succeeds — opaque  or  glaze. 

The  subject  sometimes  will  run 
Out  of  hand,  just  at  will, — everything  right  away  ; 

The  brush  and  the  fancy  are  one  ! 
O  what  a  joy  for  an  artist  is  such  a  day  ! 

My  sketch-book, — let  it  but  talk — 
Many  a  history  might  from  its  pages  unfold ; 

How  I  have  stopped  in  my  walk, 
Struck  by  a  sky  or  an  outline  of  headland  bold. 

I  sketch  it !  Ah  !  but  what  then  ? 
How  is  it  ?  why  is  it  ?  sitting  at  work  at  home 

The  feeling  won't  come  again  ? 
Paint  it  I  cannot !     I  try  till  it's  wearisome. 
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Again,  now  ; — see  what  a  change  ! 
Clouds  will  rush  on  to  the  canvas  so  pleasantly  ; 

And  meadow  and  mountain  range, 
River  and  foliage,  leap  to  life  instantly  ! 

No  wonder !     All  life  is  so  ! 
Dull  and  inanimate,  most  days  we  scarcely  live  ! 

To-morrow, — how,  we  don't  know  ; 
Brightness  and  warmth  may  arise,  a  new  joy  to  give ! 

But  notice  ; — measure  it  all  ! 
What  a  proportion  of  work  is  but  second  rate  ! 

The  "  poor"  style  hangs  like  a  pall 
Over  nine-tenths  of  our  doings,  by  common  fate. 

Oh  !  pictures,  though  ye  are  mine, — 
Only  one  panel  in  ten  may  bring  honour  to  me  ; 

The  others, — yes,  all  the  nine 
Are  but  the  measure  of  my  mediocrity  ! 


Usa  i>- ■■ •  ^ 


3n\)itation. 

(Writteitfor  a  Charity  Bazaar  Programme). 


/?'OME,  Youth  and  Beauty,  join  Old  Age  to-day 
Our  Festival  of  Charity  to  grace  : 
Leave  care  and  cloud  behind;    this  is  no 
place 
For  sadness  !     We  rejoice  a  debt  to  pay 
That  weighs  down  suffering  humanity  ! 

This  is  a  day  for  open  hands  and  hearts  ! 
He  shall  be  happiest  who  most  gladly  parts 
With  golden  gifts  to  raise  infirmity 

To  strength,  turn  grief  to  joy,  and  pain  to  ease ! 
I^et  all  combine  our  gracious  God  to  please, 
By  aiding  those  who  sick  and  helpless  lie, 
And  soothing  some  who  weary  wait  to  die. 

Come,  ye  who  live  in  happy  luxury  ; 

Come  all  who  feel  for  others'  want  and  woe  ; 

Give  !  and  afresh  the  holy  blessing  know ; 
For  "  Blessed  of  the  Lord  "  all  such  shall  be  ! 
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Cburcb  Strctton. 


/^NCE  more  beloved  Stretton's  church  I  hail, 

And  rest  beneath  her  yew  tree's  quiet  shade. 
Anon  I  wander  through  her  fertile  vale  ; 

Or  turn  to  right  or  left  in  pleasant  glade, 
What  noble  outlines  rise  on  either  side  ! 

Here,  softly  rounded  ;  there,  rough  crags  are  seen  ; 

Here,  dark  pine  woods  ;  and  there  bright  alps  of 
green  ; 

While  torrents  race,  or  silver  streamlets  glide  ! 

How  fresh  and  sweet  thy  heather-perfum'd  air  ; 

No  summer  day  so  hot  but  breezes  there 
Bring  rosy  hues  to  sickly,  pallid  cheek  ; 
While  tempting  walks  give  vigour  to  the  weak. 

Dear  Stretton,  with  thy  lesser  sisters  two, 

All  England  gives  no  fairer,  lovelier  view  ! 
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A    RIDDI^E. 

TJ^HO  am  I  ?  can  you  tell  ? 

You  know  my  name  well. 
I've  been  to  your  home, 
And  I  frequently  come  ; 
For  though  I  am  blind, 
My  way  I  can  find 
Over  mountain  and  dell 
To  palace  or  cell ! 

My  step's  never  heard, 

1  come  like  a  bird, 

And  away  go  unseen, 

Be  the  watch  ne'er  so  keen  ! 

By  all  I  am  sought, 

But  cannot  be  bought 

By  young  or  by  old, 

For  silver  or  gold  ! 

They  say  I  am  kind. 
For,  the  best  I  can  find 
I  cheerfully  give 
To  all  men  that  live ! 
The  bird  in  his  nest 
And  the  child  at  the  breast 
To  me  owe  their  rest ; 
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But  the  poor  I  love  best.  ^ 
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I  go  rather  late 
To  the  rich  and  the  great, 
But  whatever  his  state, 
There's  no  man  I  hate  ; 
Five  letters  will  spell 
A  friend  you  love  well. 
And  now  for  the  game  ; 
Pray  tell  me  my  name. 


\7  ES,  I  know  who  you  are  ! 

The  first  letter  of  star 
And  one  half  of  my  "  pa  " 
Are  beginning  and  end 
Of  your  title,  my  friend  ! 
The  rest  I  should  send 
In  a  basket  of  eels. 
A  dish  full  of  peels 
Your  total  reveals  ! 
But  the  word  must  be  read 
From  the  tail  to  the  head — 
Not  like  A  to  Z  ! 


Sir 
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